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To  the  Right  Honourable 

Henry  Earl  of  Rocheften 

Vicount  Hyde  of  Kenel- 
worth,  Baron  of  Wotton- 
Baffetj  &c. 


My  LORD 

T is  an  undoubt- 
ed T ruth,  that 
when  Zeal  and 
Sincerity  fupply  the  Want 
A 3 of 


Dedication . 

of  Power,  the  Petitions 
of  the  Indigent  become 
as  acceptable  to  Heaven, 
as  thofe  of  them  whofe 
Abilities  enable  ’em  to 
make  an  Offering  more 
agreeable  and  worthy. 

The  Thoughts  of  this, 
my  Lord,  has  embolden’d 
me  to  make  my  Addreffes 
to  you,  llnce  among  the 
many  that  have  the  Ho- 
nour to  enjoy  your  Fa- 
vour and  Prote&ion,  none 
can  boaft  a more  pro- 
found Refpect,  nor  a 

more 


Dedication. 

more  grateful  Acknow- 
ledgment than  my  felf. 

T he  Encouragement 
you  were  pleafed  to  give 
our  Company  in  general, 
and  my  felf  in  particular, 
when  the  laft  Seafon  we 
had  the  Honour  to  Play 
before  you  at  Richmond , and 
the  charitable  Concern 
for,  and  kind  Afliftance 
of  us  now,  lince  the  much 
lamented  Death  of  Her 
Majefty,  ( whofe  Lofs 
muft  ever  be  lamented) 
had  put  a flop  to  our  Bu- 
A 4 linefs. 
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finefs,  has  rais’d  in  my 
Breaft  fuch  grateful  Sen- 
timents, that  it  has  ever 
iince  been  my  chief  Am- 
bition to  make  the  utmofl: 
Acknowledgment  that  is 
in  my  Power. 

1 am  fenfible  of  the 
Trifle  I have  now  laid  at 
your  Feet,  and  confcious 
of  its  want  of  Merit  to 
appear  before  a Perfon  of 
your  Lordfhip  s Judgment 
and  Character;  but  I hope 
your  generous  Temper 
will  with  your  ufual  Can- 
dor 


Dedication. 

dor  pafs  by  its  Defects,  and 
accept  it  for  the  Intent  of 
the  Giver,  rather  than  the 
Merit  of  the  Piece. 

If  as  honour’d  with 
your  Lordfhip’s  Perufal, 
and  will  give  you  any 
the  leafl;  Diverlion  to 
make  Attonement  for  the 
Trouble  of  reading,  I fhall 
Efteem  it  for  that  only5 
and  be  fatisfied. 

I know  ’tis  the  Cuftom 
of  Dedications  to  enume- 
rate the  Perfections  and 
Virtues  of  the  Perfon  ad- 

drefs’d 
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drefs’d  to  $ but  yours,  my 
Lord,  fo  far  furpafs  my 
Power  to  Decipher  as  it 
ought,  with  Honour  and 
Glory,  that  I mu  ft  not 
prefume  to  attempt  it ; yet 
cannot  omit  your  Lord- 
fhip’s  worthy  Service  to 
the  State,  both  in  Perfon, 
Council  and  Affiftance: 
Your  Defence  of  our  Re- 
ligion as  by  Law  efta- 
blifhed,  in  the  Pra&ice  of 
its  Duties,  and  Perform- 
ance of  its  Injunctions  5 
and  the  powerful  Affift- 

ance 
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ance  of  thofe  that  mini- 
fter  at  the  Altar,  when 
Malice,  Faction  and  In- 
juftice  endeavour  to  op- 
prefs  ’em  5 your  Wifdom, 
and  difcerning  Judgment, 
your  Conftancy  and  Sted- 
dinefs,  your  Affiftance  of 
Juftice,  and  Prote&ion  of 
injur’d  Innocence,  and  in 
fhort,  your  Practice  of 
what-ever  is  Great,  Ho- 
nourable and  truly  No- 
ble. 

Nor  would  it  be  any 
thing  but  the  higheft  In- 
gratitude, 
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gratitude,  were  I to  neg- 
lect my  humbleft  Thanks 
to  her  Ladyfhip,  whofe 
Patronage  of  Virtue,  and 
delight  in  every  Thing 
Juft,  Good,  and  Chrifti- 
an-like,  in  Conjunction 
with  you,  my  Lord,  gain- 
ed you  the  Love  of 
a Saint-like  Queen,  the 
Friendfhip  and  Refpedfc 
of  your  Equals,  and  in- 
deed the  Prayers  of  all 
Men,  for  your  Happinefs 
and  Profperity : Which 
that  Heaven  may  ever 

Grant* 
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Grant,  is  the  hearty  De- 
fire  of. 

My  Lord , 

Tour  Lordjhif  s 
moft  Obedient , 

i 

Humlle  Servant 3 


Ben.  Griffin. 


PROLOGU 


W ritten  and  Spoke  by  Mr.  Harper. 

H E Stage  has  been , and Jlill  improv'd  fljall  rife , 


Infir  uttive  to  your  Ears , and  pleafing  to  your  Eyes; 
Tho ' Meddling-men  induftrious  to  their  Shame, 

Agairfi  its  Precepts  and  its  Ufe  declaim , 

9Twas  fo  in  Cromwell’/  Regecidal  Days ; ^ 

Tti  Ufurper  con'd  not  bear  the  Sting  of  Plays; 

Knowing  too  well , oar  Scenes  their  Vice  expofe , 

And  Comedy  put  down,  Rebellion  rofe , 

5*^  3900V  I*  be  again  if  our  Back  friends 
Were  fufferd  once  to  gain  their  hateful  Ends . 

Religion  with  the  Drama  woud  decline , 

Soldiers  TJfurp  the  Place  of  the  Divine , 

And  Players once  a Week  perhaps  might  Dine, 

But  Thanks  to  Fortune , and  our  Friends  that  fit 
Within  this  Circle  of  the  Stage , and  Pit ; 

We  yet  furvive  for  all  their  Spleen  and  S fight, 

To  fhow  you  here , a Moral  Elay  to  Night, 

To  you , our  modefl  Author  makes  Appeal, 

And  humbly  begs  yon  woud  his  Faults  conceal: 

9Tts  the  firft  time  he  ever  trail'd  a Pen , 

And  if  difcourag'd , dares  not  do't  again ; 

Wou  d you  once  fmile  on  his  Attempts  like  thefe , 

He  woud  by  nobler  Methods ftrive  to pleafe, 

With  Jinew'd  Senfe  his  future  Lines  fhoud  jhine, 

And  this  low  Strain  give  place  to  the  Divine . 

Oh ! keep  both  him  and  us  from  Malice  free, 
Encourage  us,  at  leaf  for  Charity ; 


PROLOGUE. 

You  know  with  what  In  juft  ice  they  declaim , 

Who  make  our  Plays  all  ufelefs  and  prophane, 

And  all  our  Scenes  immoral , lewd , arid  vain, 

‘ PPfcea  Gree  ce  was  Miftrefs  of  the  World , 

* Sophocles  the  Great,  and  Solon,  writ, 

4 Tto  Solon  Gods  had  judg'd  mofi  wife , 

4 ft  ill  drew  Tears  from  glad  Spectator's  Byes. 

4 So  much  the  Ancients  did  to  Plays  allow , 

‘ The  Stage  was  then , as  is  the  Pulpit  now. 
t They  held  it  Moral  all , /)?  antient  Days  j 
« For  //  aw  firft  the  foie  Intent  of  Plays , 

4 To  pumfh  Vice,  and  give  to  Virtue  Praife , 


Dramatis  Perfonse. 


MEN. 


Dloclejian , Emperor  of  Rome. 

Aurelius , King  of  Tortus,  Epire, 
and  Macedon. 

Sapritius,  Governor  of  C&fiiria. 
Theopilus , Lieutenant-Governor. 
Antonins , the  Governor's  Son. 

JE umiUius,  his  Friend. 

Captain  of  the  Guar ds. 

Prieft  of  Jupiter . 

Phyhcian. 

A Britijh  Slave. 


Mr.  Durham . 
Mr.  Bullock , Jun. 

Mr.  Griffin. 

Mr.  Harper. 

Mr.  Glover . 

Mr.  Madox . 

Mr.- 

Mr.  G1//0. 

Mr.  Toilet. 

Mr.  Alcock. 


WOMEN. 


Artimia , the  Emperor’s  Daughter,  Mrs.  Deyman . 

Dorothea , the  Martyr.  Mrs.  Eller  fin. 

Hellena , her  Attendant.  Mrs.  Alcock . 

Califta , ? Sifters,  and  Daughters  to?  Mrs. 

Ghrifieta , § Theopilus.  5 Mrs.  Smith. 

Prifoners,  Torturers,  Attendants,  Guards,  cH*  1 


SCENE  Cafaria . 
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Injured  Virtue; 

OR,  THE 

VIRGIN  MARTYR. 



ACT  I.  SCENE  I, 

SCENE  the  Palace . 

Enter  Sapritius  and  Theopilus. 

SAP  RITIUS. 

Hat  fays  my  Friend? 

The  Emperor  in  Perfon  here  to  Night' 
Theo.  He  reaches  our  Cdfaria  to 
Night: 

The  Polling  MefTengers,  who  brought 
the  News, 

Delivered  thefe  for  you.  [Gives  him  Letters . 

Sap.  They  do  inform  me, 

This  fudden  March  is  for  Dahnathia ; 

It  had  been  better  I had  known  it  fooner. 

! B 
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How  (hall  I make  Provifion  to  receive  him. 

As  does  become  the  Honour  of  C&faria? 

Tbeo.  Methinks  the  March  of  the  old  Roman  Legions 
Should,  dike  the  Motions  of  prodigious  Meteors, 

Exa&ly  be  obferv’d  by  wond'ring  Mortals : 

Ever,  till  no  v,  when  Dioclejian  mov'd, 

Fame  has  herfelf  become  his  Harbinger, 

Ecchoing  his  Motion  through  the  trembling  World, 

And  every  where  preparing  his  Reception. 

Sap.  Tho'cover'd  with  the  Night,  and  wing'd  withSpeed, 
Yet  it  is  Grange  they  march  fo  undifeover’d. 

Tbeo.  I fhould  have  thought, 

Among  the  many  that  attend  your  Perfon, 

Some  one  or  other,  by  his  Correfpondent, 

Might  have  received  the  Advice. 

But  you,  my  Lord,  were  fpeaking  of  the  Chridians. 

Sap.  True,  and  I mud  commend  thy  Gondudf  there* 
When  neither  Woods,  nor  Caves,  nor  fecret  Vaults, 

Could  hide  them  from  thy  Diligence  and  Care : 

Thy  Executions  have  dedroy’d  'em  much, 

Have  almod  rooted  up  this  pois'nous  Weed, 

That  over-runs  the  Worlhip  of  the  Gods. 

Tbeo.  I hope,  my  Lord,  it  has. 

Sap  The  lad  eight  Days,  if  I midake  not, 

The  Number  mounted  to  fix  thoufand  Souls 
That  by  your  judice  fell. 

Tbeo . It  was  about  that  Number. 

Sap.  Religious,  honed  Man. 

Tbeo.  It  was  my  Duty,  Sir. 

Sap.  Be  thou  my  Engine  dill,  to  fcatter,  break, 

And  root  out  this  pernicious  Chridian  Se& 

From  off  the  Roman  World; 

But  s 
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The  Virgin  Martyr . 

Bat  have  your  Daughters 
Renounc’d  their  mad  enthufiaftick  Folly, 

Their  late  Contempt  of  Rome's  immortal  Gods? 

Theo.  They  have,  or  fure  Definition  fhall  confume’em. 
See,  they  are  here,  and  with  ’em,  from  the  Temple, 
Joves  facred  Flamin  comes. 

Enter  Vrieft , Califta,  and  Chrifteta. 

Say,  have  my  Daughters  reconcil’d  themfelves 
To  the  Almighty  Gods?  have  they 
Abandon’d  quite  this  Chriftian  Madnefs, 

And  pioufly  refolv’d  again  to  facrifice 
As  their  Fore- fathers  did? 

Vrieft.  They  have,  my  Lord, 

And  are  moft  conftant  in  that  Refolution. 

Theo.  Why  then  again  they  are  my  deareft  Children, 
The  Darlings  of  my  Love,  more  dear  than  Life: 
Welcome,  my  Children,  welcome  to  my  Arms. 

Cal.  Tranfporting  Joy  already  fills  my  Heart, 

To  meet  fuch  kind  Reception  from  a Father, 

That  has  been  fo  much  injur’d  and  difpleas’d! 

Chrift.  Thus  on  our  Knees  we  thank  you,  and  refolve 

[ Both  Kneel * 

To  be  obedient  to  the  Gods  and  you. 

Theo.  Brave  Refo’utionl 

Vrieft . Our  Prayers  be  prefent  with  you. 

[Ex.  Vrieft , Calif,  and  Chrift* 

Sap.  Thou  art,  Theopilus, 

The  Partner  of  my  Heart,  my  Joy  of  Life, 

The  very  Bkfling  of  my  drooping  Age* 

Thou  dar’ft  to  execute  my  Refolutions, 

Though  to  the  World  they  feem  bloody  and  cruel  $ 

Thou  makeft  my  Heart  ev’n  as  the  hardeft  Steel, 

rnd  arm’ft  my  Eyes,  my  Ears,  my  ey’ry  Senfe, 
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5Gainft  Pity,  Womanifh  Tears,  and  foft  Companion  $ 

Intruding  me,  without  a Sigh,  to  fee 

Babes  torn  by  Violence  from  their  Mother's  Breads, 

To  feed  the  Fire  made  to  confume  ’em  both* 

Old  Men  in  Pieces  torn  by  Dogs  and  Wolves  $ 

Virgins  hurl’d  headlong  from  ftupendious  Heights, 

And  dafht  to  Pieces  ere  they're  half  way  down  * 

While  Crowds  of  Matrons  cloy  the  Savage  Tygers, 

And  tire  the  Elands  of  wearied  Executioners : 

My  Soul  delights  in  it,  and  gladly  fees 
Thy  Service  to  the  Gods  and  Dioclefian . 

Theo.  Were  all  the  Scepters, 

That  grace  the  Hands  of  Kings,  made  into  one, 

And  all  th’  Imperial  Diadems  of  the  Earth 
Laid  at  my  Feet,  I would  defpife  them  all, 

View  'em  as  Obje&s  of  Contempt  and  Scorn  $ 

So  Fame,  to  late  Poflerity  would  call  me, 

The  flouted:  Champion  of  the  Pagan  Gods. 

[ Trumpets  within 

Sap.  Hark!  Ctfar’s  near  Approach! 

Who  waits  without? 

Enter  Captain  of  the  Guards • 

Keep  the  Ports  clofe, 

And  let  the  Guards  be  doubled, 

Difplay  the  Roman  Eagle  from  the  Tower, 

Draw  up  your  Troops,  and  in  their  beft  Array 
Let  them  with  Shouts  attend  the  Emp’ror's  PafTagee 
Theo.  Send  and  difarm  the  Chridians : 

Proclaim  it  Death  in  any 

To  wear  a Sword,  or  have  one  in  his  Iloufe. 

Capi.  My  Lords,  I fhall  be  careful. 

Theo.  It  well  becomes  you. 

Such  as  refufe  to  offer  Sacrifice 


For 
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The  Virgin  Martyr. 

For  Cafar's  Life,  put  to  immediate  Torture  5 
Pluck  up  this  growing  Mifchief  by  the  Roots, 

And  know  when  we  are  merciful  to  them, 

We  are  cruel  to  our  felves. 

Capt.  I know  the  Emperor’s  Edi6l,]  and  your  Orders,1 
And  gladly  fliall  obey  them*  [Exit  Captain, 

Tbeo.  ’Tis  well. 

Sap.  Tbeopilus , let  me  advife. 

Immediately  fend  for  your  Daughters  hither; 

We  fliall  prefent  ’em  to  the  Emperor; 

And  in  their  fweet  Converfion,  as  a Mirror, 

Exprefs  to  him  your  Duty  to  his  Name. 

Theo.  I fhall  obey  in  all. 

Enter  Eumillius 
Eum.  My  Lord  Sapritins. 

Sap.  Say  on. 

Earn.  The  Emperor  has  paft  the  Fabian  Gate; 

Beneath  his  Chariot  waits,  in  Captive  Chains, 

The  King  of  Macedon , Epire,  and  Pontns , 

And  in  the  mighty  Conqueft  of  our  Troops, 

You  have,  my  Lord,  an  ample  Shire;  your  Son8 
The  brave  Antonins , has  in  Battel  dy’d 
Mis  fnowy  Plumes  with  Blood  of  Enemies: 

That,  belides  publick  Grace,  befides  his  Hopes, 

There  is  Rewards  propounded. 

Sap.  What  fhould  be  thy  Reward,  Eumillius * 

Could  I be  certified  all  this  is  true  ? 

Eum  If  it  be  not, 

May  my  Head  pay  the  Forfeit; 

Tbeo.  There  was  fome  Rumour  of  this  Vi&ory, 

Tut  ’twas  advifed  that  the  main  Army, 

March’d  a Day’s  Journey  higher  into  the  Country. 

B 3 
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Hum.  The  Emperor  fo  decreed,  but  does  return 
To  obferve  your  Government  of  Ctfaria  ; 

-And  for  the  farther  Honour  of  your  Son. 

For  Proof,  his  Trumpets  fpeak  his  near  Arrival. 

[ 'Trumpets  within, 

Sap.  Hafte,  good  Theopilus, 

Haile,  and  in  Perfon  head  our  Houlhold  Guards; 

With  all  due  ceremonious  Pomp  receive 
The  conquering  Army;  let  our  Garrifon 
Speak  out  their  Welcome  in  yet  louder  Shouts, 

And  let  the  City  fhow  its  Joy  and  Gladnefs. 

Theo.  I am  gone.  [£*// Theo. 

Sap.  This  worthy  Man  prevents  my  foremoft  Wifhes, 
Eumillius.  [Exeunt 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  behind  with  two  Trumpets  and  the  Roman  Standard 
di/play'd,  firft  Antony  and  Eumilius,  Dicclefian and  Ar« 
timia,  Aurelius  in  Chains , Sapritius  and  Theopilus,  Ca- 
lifta  and  Chrifteta,  Captain  of  the  Guards , Sec.  Sapritius 
Kneels . 

Dioc.  Why  does  Sapritius  kneel?  arife. 

And  let  us  hold  thee  near  our  Brea  ft  5 

We  find  thee  worthy  to  be  Cafars  Friend 5 

Let  this  Embrace  evince  it.  [Embrace. 

C&faria  is  now  fo  compleatly  govern’d. 

That  the  mod  ftubborn  and  licentious  Soldiers, 

Are  by  your  Laws  confin’d  to  model!  Limits; 

The  fadlious  Multitude,  that  Hydrian  Monfter, 

You  teach  t’obey  without  compuliive  Rigor; 

The  wealthy  reft  in  Safety,  and  enjoy, 

What  they  defire  in  all  things;  the  Nobles 
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The  Virgin  Martyr. 

Wifely  fubmit  and  honour  your  Decrees, 

You  have  reviv’d  Rome’s  ancient  Difcipline, 

Which  rais’d  her  to  that  glorious  height  of  Grandeur, 
From  whence  (he  views  the  conquer’d  World  beneath  her  i 
But  above  all,  your  Service  to  the  Gods, 

So  zealoufly  obferved,  that,  my  good  Lords, 

In  Words  alone,  were  we  to  exprefs  our  Thanks, 
*Twould  be  unworthy  of  rur  Honour, 

And  our  Imperial  Roman  Dignity: 

Know  then,  that  we  fhali  find  a time 

With  juft  Rewards  to  recompence  your  Service. 

Sap.  Mighty  Emperor! 

Your  Power  in  this  lower  World 

Does  equal  Jove’s  in  Heav’n  your  mighty  Triumphs, 

O’er  proud  rebellious  Kings  that  rife  againft  you, 

Are  perfect  Figures  of  his  Immortal  Trophies 
Won  in  the  Giants  War:  Your  conqu’ring  Sword, 

When  guided  by  your  Arm,  as  deadly  kills 
As  his  almighty  Thunder  $ what  this  weak  Arm 
Has  done,  or  e’er  can  do,  comes  fhort 
Of  what  my  Duty  ought  to  challenge  from  it: 

But  if  in  any  thing  I have  deferv’d 
Great  C&far’s  Smile,  ’tis  in  my  humble  Care 
Still  to  preierve  the  Honour  of  thofe  Gods, 

Thofe  awful  Gods,  that  guard  his  facred  Life; 

My  Zeal  to  them  I ever  have  expreft, 

In  my  fell  Hatred  of  the  Chriftian  Se£l. 

They,  who,  aferibing  all  things  to  an  unknown  Powsr?. 
Would  level  with  the  Earth  our  Gods  and  Temples, 

Nor  exercife,  or  Sacrifice,  or  Rights, 

Dtoc.  Thou  doft  in  this,  Sapritins, 

Exactly  follow  Dioclefian’s  Will, 

B* 
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V/hofe  Power,  and  Wealth,  fhall  not  alone  confirm,, 

But  Honour,  and  Reward,  both  thee  and  all  Men* 

That  appear  foremoft  in  this  pious  Work. 

Sap.  If  your  Imperial  Majefty  fhall  pleafe 
To  fhower  your  Favours  upon  fuch  as  are 
The  bravcft  Champions  of  ©ur  Religion, 

Behold  this  worthy  Man,  to  whom  the  Power 
Was  by  your  felf  committed  ; and  for  Proof 
He  has  deierved  the  Grace  you  did  bellow, 

And  with  a fair  and  equal  Hand  proceeded, 

Partial  to  none>  not  even  to  himfelf,  nor  thole 
Of  equal  Nearnefs  to  him ; look  then,  Great  Cafar, 

On  thefe  two  blooming  Virgins. 

Dio.  Now  thou  command'!!  Refpe£L 
Whofe  Daugthers  are  they? 

Sap.  They  are  the  Children  of  that  worthy  Man. 

Art . Now  by  your  facred  Fortune,  Sir,  they  are  fair  ones, 
Of  virtuous  Afpeft,  and  becoming  Features. 

I wou’d  the  Gods  wou’d  put  it  in  my  Power, 

To  make  them  my  Companions,  and  my  Friends* 

Thso . They  are  the  Gods,  great  Lady, 

Or  elfe  they  were  moft  happy  in  your  Service. 

On  thefe,  when  they  fell  from  their  Fatherls  Faith*, 
Entreaties  failing,  I us’d  a Judge's  Power, 

To  win  them  back  again ; make  'em  adore 
The  mighty  Gods  we  worlhip,  I put  on 
The  Scarlet  Robe  of  Equity,  and  Juftice; 

And  as  they  had  been  Strangers  to  my  Blood* 

1 did  inflidl  on  them  in  horrid  Form, 

Whatever  Tortures  Cruelty  could  invent , 

The  which  with  Roman  Conftancy  they  fuffer’d. 
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Art.  And  how*  Theopilus , could  a Father's  Eye 
Behold  fo  barbarous  a Scene  of  Cruelty, 

As  on  a Rack  to  fee  thofe  Limbs  extended. 

And  hear  your  Childrens  horrid  Shrieks  and  Cries? 

Theo . I did ; but  mud  confefs, 

There  was  a ftrange  Contention  in  my  Breafr, 

Between  th'  impartial  Office  of  a Judge, 

And  Pity  of  a Father  * but  to  help  Juftice, 

Religion  did  affift,  under  which  odds  Compaffion  fell,. 

And  even  then  I was  a Father  to  'em- 

For  when  the  Hangman's  Iron-rods 

Were  worn  with  Stripes,  upon  their  tender  Limbs, 

I kneel'd,  and  wept,  and  begg'd  them*  tho'  they  would 
Be  cruel  to  themfelves,  they  would  have  Pity 
On  a fad  Father  fo  depreft  wkh  Sorrow. 

At  fight  of  which,  more  than  thro'  Senfe  of  Pain, 

Thanks  to  the  Gods!  they  made  a happy  Change, 
Embrac'd  again  the  Faith  I brought  them  up  in. 

And  now  are  given  the  Gods,  as  holy  Veftals, 

Dio.  'Twas  well  and  wifely  done. 

Thou  doft,  Theopilu: , deferve“thy  Office, 

Enjoy  it  ftill,  and  reft  allur'd  of  Favours, 

And  juft  Rewards,  both  from  the  Gods  and 
Now  having  in  your  cafeful  Hands  difpos’d, 

What  is  relating  to  the  awful  Gods: 

Next  let's  defcend  to  our  own  human  Cares, 

And  exercife  that  Power  Heav’n  has  conferred 
To  punifb  thofe  whom  Juftice  cannot  fhield^  # 

Nor  our  Imperial  Roman  Laws  protedF. 

Thofe  who  delight  in  Rapine,  and  Injuftice, 

And  in  Rebellion  'gainft  the  State  of  Rome, 

Dare  fcorn  our  Anger^  and  infult  our  Perform 

B $ And! 
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And  firfl:  of  you.  Aurelius , King  of  Bantus, 
Rebel  and  Tray  tor  to  our  Roman  State. 

What  can  you  urge  to  quaiifie  your  Crimes, 

And  mitigate  an  injur'd  Cdfars  Anger  ? 

Atir.  True,  Cdfar,  I am  now 
Become  a Stave;  tho'  Yefterday  a King, 

That  had  Command  o'er  many  thoufand  Slaves^ 
I'll  not  deny  my  Father  paid  you  Tribute; 

But  yet  he  left  in  me  a daring  Soul, 

Of  Liberty  and  Conqueft  both  defirous. 

And  tell  me.  If  as  you  Romans  hold  it  Honour, 
Not  only  to  defend  what  is  your  own, 

But  to  enlarge  your  Empire  and  your  Power, 
Why  is  Ambition  then  a Crime  in  me, 

Unlefs  it's  Criminal  when  'tis  unfortunate? 

Dio.  Proud  King,  are  you  fo  refolute? 

Aur.  I iland  regardlefs  of  Events  to  come, 
For  he  that's  fallen  like  me,  can  fall  no  lower; 
By  an  experimental  Proof  I find, 

The  fad  Uncertainty  of  human  Grandeur; 

But  tho'  by  Fate  in  Chains  and  Slavery  bound, 
Yet  I dare  boldly  meet  even  Cdfar  s Doom. 

Dio . In  growing  Empires, 

Oft  Cruelty  is  ufeful;  fome  muft  fuffer, 

And  be  expos’d,  Examples  for  the  reft; 

But  when  a State  is  grown  to  its  Perfe&Ion, 

Its  Bafis  fixt  too  firm  to  (hake  or  yield ; 

Mercy  may  interpofe;  but  not  to  thofe 
Whofe  Bafenefs  fhames  the  Conqueror, 

And  robs  him  of  his  Vi&ory,  as  once 

The  Coward  Berfeus  did  our  Great  Eumillius  : 

Therefore  know,  King  of  Mace  don  and  Font  us , 
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We  can  with  Honour  ufe  our  valiant  Captives, 

As  well  as  by  our  Arms  we  make  ’em  fo ; 

And  that  you,  Sir,  are  Brave,  and  truly  Noble, 

We  have  no  Caufe  to  doubt:  Retain  our  Friendlhip, 

And  henceforth  be  allured  of  our  Protection; 

Tho’  you  have  loft  the  Fortune, 

You  yet  retain  the  Courage  of  a King; 

But  had  you  bom  your  adverfe  Fortune  bafely, 

You  had  remain’d  unworthy  our  Efteem, 

And  forfeited  what  you  deferve,  our  Love. 

Unbind  the  King,  and  call  him  C&far’s  Friend. 

Aur . Make  me  not  thus  the  ObjeCt  of  your  Mockery* 
What,  tho’  to  Day,  as  I my  felf  did  Yefterday, 

You  ftand  aloft,  upon  th’  extreameft  Height 
Of  the  inconftant  Goddefs  Fortune’s  wheel, 

When  fhe  again  fhall  turn’t,  as  fure  fhe  will, 

You  may  fall  headlong  down  at  once  like  me : 

For  no  Man  is  fecure,  how  great  foever. 

Tins  Truth  confider’d,  taught  th’  Egyptian  Hercules 5 
That  had  his  Chariot  drawn  by  Caprive  Kings, 

To  free  them  from  that  Slavery  and  Shame; 

But  for  my  wretched  felf  to  expeCt,  or  hope. 

Such  Mercy  from  a Roman,  were  meer  Madnefs* 

I know  too  well  what  tyrannous  Cruelty, 

Rome  fince  her  Infant  Greatncfs  ever  us’d, 

Towards  thofe  whom  adverfe  Fate  has  made  her  Captives, 
And  in  that  Catalogue  of  wretched  Men, 

Unfortunate  as  I am,  my  Name’s  enroi’d, 

By  Ages  yet  to  come  to  be  remembred. 

Dio.  Now  by  my  Father’s  Urn,  and  facred  Afhes, 
Aurelius  is  my  Friend!  Saprkiusl  Antony  I 
Why  ftand  you  thus,  when  Ctfars  Friend  is  bound? 
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Let  him  ftitl  wear  his  Crowns  of  Macedon t 
Vontus , Epire ; and  let  his  Hand  retain 
The  facred  and  fupreameft  Power  of  Kings. 

ByTTeaven : It  (hall  be  fo : [They  unbind  him* 

We,  C*far,  fay  it,  and  who  dares  controul  ? 

Stand  off,  and  let  me  take  him  to  my  Bofem: 

My  Friend!  O let  me  hold  thee  to  my  Breaft,  [Embrace* 
Yet  nearer,  to  my  Heart,  and  place  thee  there. 

No  longer  may  the  Gods  protedl  our  Life, 

Than  we  retain  our  Friend  fhip  for  this  King, 

Whole  Virtues  make  him  rival  the  loud  Fame 
Of  Scipio  Julius,  Eompey , or  Auguftus, 

Aur . By  Courtefie  and  Courage  twice  o’ercome, 
Doubly  lam  G&fars  Slave  $ 

But  this  (hall  teach  me. 

Ever  to  live  in  Amity  with  Rome , 

And  Diocle/ian’s  Fame. 

Dio . We  do  believe  your  Tongue 
Without  Diflimulation  fpeaks  your  Heart: 

Now  would  imperions  Fortune  mix 
Some  flight  Misfortune  with  my  many  Joys, 

*T would  make  me  tafle  the  Pleafure  I pofiefs. 

And  raife  my  Life  to  the  extreameft  top 
Of  human  Happinefs. 

I am  furrounded  here  with  all  I wifh3 

My  faithful  Subjects 

My  me  ft  brave  Commanders 

And  he  re,  my  gallant  Friend  — 

I am  tranfported- 

To  that  degree,  1 quite  forget  my  felf 

And  rhe  juft  diftance  due  to  Ctfar’s  Throne, 

But  (hall  recover : Come  nearer  me,  Artimia , 


Thou 
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The  Virgin  Martyr. 

Thou  art  the  Crown  of  all  my  Hopes  and  Joys* 

Joy  of  my  Youth,  and  Darling  of  my  Age. 

Art.  My  Royal  Father, 

Let  me  on  my  Knees  [Kneels* 

Make  this  Acknowledgment ; I only  pay 
That  Debt  the  Gods  have  laid  upon  us  all. 

But  doubly  upon  me,  firfl:  as  a Subject* 

And  as  a Daughter  next. 

Dio.  Rife,  my  Artimia . 

Thy  Virgin  Sweet nefs 

May  juftly  claim  the  happy  Crown  of  Love : 

A Husband  bieft  with  Virtue,  Youth,  and  Honour, 

And  fiich  a Blefling  ought  to  be  efieem’d 
The  chief  Area  of  a Virgin’s  Hope. 

Speak Let  thy  Inclinations  form  thy  Choice, 

Thefe  Perfons  here,  whofe  Worth  adorn  our  Crown, 

Are,  tho’  our  Subje&s,  worthy  of  our  Daughter; 

Or,  if  thy  generous  Soul  afpires  to  Empire, 

Behold  this  Monarch,  and  no  more  remember 
That  he  was  once  our  Captive, 

But  that  he  is  now  our  Friend. 

Why  art  thou  filent  ? by  Jove's  facred  Thunder, 

Thy  Choice  fhall  meet  thy  Father’s  Approbation, 

Art,  This  is  a Bounty 

The  Daughters  of  great  Perfons  feldom  meet. 

For  they,  to  make  up  Breaches  in  the  State, 

Or  for  fome  other  politick  Ends,  are  oft 
Oblig’d  to  marry  where  they  want  AffedHon, 

O,  that  my  Life  may  Hill  deferve  this  Favour 

Dio,  Speak let  us  know  the  Man. 

Aur,  Fate  has  depreft  me  fo,  I cannot  hope  itj 
py  that  the  God  of  Love  wou’d  be  propitious,  [Afide, 

Art . 
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Art . If  the  fo  much  admir’d  Name  of  Queen, 

Or  gaudy  Pomp  of  Tides,  were  my  Wifh, 

Here  fhou’d  I fix  my  Heart,  and  look  no  further ; 

But  thefe  are  only  the  afpiring  Hopes 
Of  Virgins,  born  in  an  obfcure  State. 

Not  fhe  who  is  honour’d  to  call  C&far  Father, 

No  Honour  can  I gain  by  any  Monarch, 

I am  your  Daughter,  and  when  that  is  faid. 

We  have  expreft  th’  extreameft  top  of  Glory. 

Dio . C&far  commends  the  Greatnefs  of  thy  Mind. 

Art.  If  then  of  Men  beneath  me 
My  Choice  is  to  be  made,  where  fhall  I chufe, 

But  amongft  thofe  who  belt  dcferve  from  you; 

Whofe  Care  amidft  the  Dangers  of  the  Wars 
Have  been  for  C&far  s Life ; 

Whofe  valliant  Breafts, 

Oppos’d  as  Shields,  the  flying  Javelins 
Aim'd  at  my  Father’s  Heart  r 
Ant . Her  Eye’s  on  me. 

O that  the  Gods  wou’d  fire  her  Breafl 
With  Love  for  any  other  Man  but  me ; 

Heav’n  knows  I am  a Votary  elfewhere.  [ Ajid '#• 

Art . I wou’d  accept  Antonins  Sir — — 

Ant • I am  dead  with  wonder.  [ Afide . 

Sap.  Blaft  not  thy  Father’s  Hopes ; 

Welcome  thy  Fortune,  and  appear  a Man. 

Die.  What,  Sir,  am  I not  worthy  of  your  Love? 

Ant.  “You,  Madam,  are  a Sun, 

Too  radiant  for  my  dazled  Eyes  to  gaze  on, 

O let  me  at  an  humble  diftance  kneel,  [Kneels* 

Leaft  like  Iccarius  1 madly  foar, 

Melt  my  foft  Wings  of  Hope,  and  fall  for  ever. 

Art? 


The  Virgin  Martyr. 

Art.  Rife,  Sir,  and  be  afTur'd, 

Tho’  this  Humility  becomes  you  well, 

3Tis  diftant  far  from  the  Defign  of  Love. 

Ant.  Why  name  you  Love  to  fuch  an  abjeft  V/retdv 
That's  born  to  Servitude  and  meaner  Thoughts, 

Let  not  the  giddy  Heights  of  wild  Ambition, 

Tempt  me  from  homely,  low  Security  $ 

But  rather  when  old  Age  deprives  me 
Of  Strength  to  ferve  my  Country  in  her  Wars$ 

May  I be  crown'd  with  Honour  juflly  won, 

And  in  an  honeft  old  Plebexn’s  Grave, 

Silently  reft  in  Death, 

Art.  Henceforth  Artim'tct  fhall  throw  off  the  Awe 
That  waits  on  Majefty  and  Princely  Birth, 

Nay  change  the  Name  of  Subject  into  Lord, 

And  make  it  all  her  Care  to  Honour  you. 

Why  then  is  Antony  fo  deaf  and  backward. 

So  fearful  to  accept  a Princefs  Love? 

Ant . Accept 

Art.  What,  fhall  I be  refus'd? 

Ant.  Refufe  you,  Madam No 

Shall  a poor  Hind  refufe  what  Kings  would  Court, 

And  kneel  to  with  the  lowed:  Reverence? 

Call  it  not  a Refufal,  name  it  rather 
An  humble  Modefty,  a Fear,  an  Awe, 

That  dare  not  match  a Mole- hill  with  Olympus. 

Art.  The  Man  whofe  Honour  worthily  atchiev'd. 
Mounts  him  upon  the  Wings  of  fpreading  Fame, 

Is  equal,  not  inferior  to  a King. 

Ant . If  you  love  Valour, 

As  'tis  a kingly  Virtue,  feek  it  out. 

And  cherifh  it  there -where  it  fhines  with  Luftre. 

Behold  the  King  of  Mmion  and  PontHs,  It 
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It  is  incorporate  in  his  Valiant  Soul: 

And  let  it  not  Difgrace  him,  that  he  was 
Overcome  by  Cafar's  Fortune,  and  Rome's  Power* 

Sap . Spiritlefs  Villain  ! 

Did  ever  Man  with  Eloquence  endeavour 
Thus  damnably  to  blad  his  Profperous  Fortune! 

Now  by  the  Immortal  Guardian  of  my  Houfe, 

This  Arm  of  mine,  though  he’s  my  only  Son, 

Could  at  one  Blow  difpatch  him  hence  to  Pluto, 

Dio . Hold  Sapritius , 

On  our  Difpleafure  hold. 

The  Gods  and  Fate  will  be  fuperior  dill. 

Art.  Well,  Sir,  I am  fatisfied, 

My  Paflion’s  not  advanc’d  to  fuch  a height  s 
But  that  1 can  with  Honour  Hill  retire, 

And  fcorn  the  Perfon  that  reje&s  my  Love. 

Ant . See  my  JLumillius , on  her  Angry  Brow 
Revenge  in  Bloody  Characters  feems  writ.  [To  Eumillius^. 

Rum,  My  Lord,  you  mud  endeavour 
To  appeafe  this  Storm,  this  Temped  of  her  Rage, 

Or  much  I fear  we  both  fball  perilh  in  it*  [To  Antonius. 

Ant.  O Sacred  Lady,  mittigate  vour  Anger, 

And  hear  me  yet  a Word. 

Art . Hear  you  again, 

And  be  again  refufcd  ? 

Ant . Pardon,  dread  Princefs,  that  I made  fome  Scruple 
To  leave  the  pleafant  Profped  of  Content, 

For  the  more  dangerous  Heights  of  Splendid  Greatnefs, 

On  which  whoever  yet  could  dand  fecure 

And  fearlefs  fay 1 dare  the  Frowns  of  Fortune? 

Your  awful  Didance  from  my  humble  State 
Made  me  fcarce  Credit  what  adail’d  my  Ears. 

Dare  I prefume  to  Embrace,  where  but  to  touch 


With. 
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The  Virgin  Martyr. 

With  an  unhallow’d  Hand  would  merit  Death  ? 

When  firft  the  Fox  beheld  the  King  of  Beans, 

He,  amaz’d,  and  aw’d,  retir’d  half  dead  with  Fean 
The  fecond  View  he  was  lefs  daunted  at  him. 

And  at  the  third  with  Boldnefs  dar’d  falute  him: 

Perhaps  like  him  a little  Time  will  teach  me 
To  look  with  more  familiarEyes  upon  you. 

Than  low  Humility  allows  me  now. 

Art,  You  may  command  Refpe£fc, 

All  yet  may  be  redeem’d,  and  you  fucceecL 
Bio.  And  that  he  may  have  Means 
And  Opportunity  to  do  fo, 

My  dear  Artimia , in  C&faria  here 
Our  Sub&itute  till  our  Return  we  leave  you. 

Sap,  Molt  gladly  we  Obey  her. 

Bio . Sapritius , Thanks : 

Your  forward  Zeal  to  ferve  us 
Have  placed  you  near  our  Heart  $ 

Be  you  the  Guardian  of  our  Daughter’s  Sex, 

And  fhould  the  Gods  decree  your  Son  our  Heir, 

We  jfhall  mod  gladly  take  it  as  a Bldling : 

Our  Friend,  if  you  will  join  your  Power  and  Fortune 
With  us,  and  ours,  in  the  Balmathian  War, 

When  Vi£lory  with  Conqueft  crowns  our  Arms, 

The  fair  Addition  fhall  be  to  your  Kingdoms*. 

Ant.  Thanks  mighty  Emperor,  mod  gladly  we  comply* 
Bio.  Now  in  my  Lords,  and  let  each  Face  in  Smiles 
Exprefs  the  Joy  and  Gladnefs  of  the  Heart. 

Let  us  our  Senfes  drown  in  foft  Delight, 

And  dedicate  to  Mirth  this  Happy  Night, 

Forget  the  Toils  of  War,  and  Cares  that  wait 
On  Monarchs  Crowns,  and  the  Affairs  of  State. 

[Exemt,  Trumpets  founding* 
AC  T 
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£^r  Antonius  Eumillius. 

Ant.  y^  Arewel  to  all  my  Honours, 

V For  I am  fallen  as  low  as  Fate  can  throw  me* 
No  more  fhall  Fame,  or  Time’s  recorded  Legends 
Extend  my  Name  to  this,  or  future  Ages: 

Nor  fhall  there  be  a mention  of  it  made ; 

But  with  Derition  and  the  kft  Contempt* 

Even  Hope,  that  Flatterer  Hope, 

( That  calms  the  Brow  of  the  moft  wretched  Soul, 

And  makes  Captivity  and  toylfom  Life 
To  be  fupported  with  Content  and  Eafe,) 

Has  quite  abandon’d  your  unhappy  Friend, 

And  banifh’d  hence  the  fmalleft  glympfe  of  Joy, 

My  Life’s  difpoil’d  of  all  its  blooming  Glories, 

And  very  foorf  by  an  untimely  Death 
Fate  fhall  difpofe  me  in  my  Blent  Tomb; 

Where  whofoever  pafs,  fhall  fcoffing  fay. 

This  is  that  Soldier's  Tomb  that  died  a Woman’s  Slave, 

And  blafied  all  his  Honours  for  that  Sex 

Who  fcarce  deferve  a wife,  or  brave  Man’s  Notice. 

But  oh!  it  muff  befo,  it  mud  be  fo, 

Even  as  a Taper  whofe  extinguifhed  Light 
Offends  with  Noifom  Savour  thole  about  it* 


So 
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So  fhall  my*  Name  and  Fall  eclipfe  thy  Virtues, 

And  make  thee  Scorn'd  and  Curft,  as  I am  now* 

Eum.  My  Lord,  I think  not  To, 

I can't  conceal  my  Thoughts,  though  they  may  offend  you* 

You  forfeiting  in  an  Excefs  of  Fortune 

Call  your  Abundance  Want  5 

What  would  you  wifh  that  is  not  fallen  upon  you, 

Greatnefs,  Wealth,  Honour,  and  the  World  a Dowry 

Offer'd  with  a Princefs,  whofe  excelling  Form 

Exceeds  a Fortune  fo  immenfcly  Great. 

Ant.  Poifon  is  Poifon,  though  in  Gold  we  drink  it* 
And  what  are  all  thofe  pompous  Shows  of  Pleafure 
To  one  whofe  Pains  forbid  him  to  poffefs? 

A painted  Banquet,  no  effential  Food. 

V/hen  I am  fcorch'd  with  a confuming  Flame, 

Can  any  other's  Fire  extinguifh  mine  ? 

What  is  her  Love,  her  Wealth,  Empire  and  Greatnefs 

To  me,  who  die  in  an  Excefs  of  Paflion 

For  one  whofe  Smiles  can  only  make  me  happy? 

Eum»  I know  you  point  at 
Your  Doatage  on  the  fcornful  Dorothea , 

Though  foe  be  fair  and  vertuous, 

Yet  you  mud  not,  cannot 

Compare  her  with  the  Goddefs  of  your  Fortuity 

In  every  A&ion,  wife  Men  propofe  their  Ends. 

Confider,  nay  timely  confider,  then 

With  this  there  comes  all  Joy,  Delight  and  Pleafurej 

What  would  you  more  to  form  a happy  Life  ? 

With  the  other,  though  indeed  her  Birth  is  Noble, 

As  Daughter  to  a Senator  of  Rome, 

By  him  left  rich,  yet  'tis  a private  Wealth,' 

Inferior  to  your  own,  with  which  foe  brings 
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The  Curfes  of  the  Emperor  and  your  Father  $ 

Nay,  and  the  Anger  of  our  Roman  Gods : 

For,  but  confider  that  (he  (lands  fufpc&ed 
Of  favouring  Chriflianity ; nay,  fome 
Will  openly  avow  fhe  is  a Chridian^ 

If  fo,  you  know  it  doubles  C&far's  Wrath, 

And  (harper  points  the  Vengeance  of  the  Gcds. 

Ant . In  that  wherein  you  think  your  felf  mod  wife, 
Moft  grody  you  midake,  and  judge  amifs. 

For  me,  or  you  to  match  above  our  Rank, 

Is  but  to  fell  our  Liberty  for  State, 

And  be  at  bed  confined  in  Golden  Chains, 

Frifoners  for  Life  to  all  the  Tols  of  Greatnefs. 

What  is  a Crown?  alas,  it  feems  to  me 
Bu  t the  uneafie  galling  tirefom  Load 
Of  him  that  wears  it. 

Rum,  You  have  thought  otherwife. 

Ant.  I with  Artimia  dill  mud  live  a Servant* 

With  Dorothea  as  a Husband  rule. 

As  for  the  Danger, 

Or  call  it  if  you  pleafe  adur’d  Dedru&ion, 

I (light  it,  and  contemn  it  as  a Folly, 

For  which  my  Childhood  dreaded  a Reproof. 

If  thou,  Rumilfius,  yet  wouldd  be  my  Friend, 

Let  not  his  Fancy  to  perplex  my  Soul 
Invent  imaginary  Ills  and  Dangers  j 
But  rather  lend  his  kind  adiding  Hand, 

Where,  or  I want,  or  merit  his  Adidance. 

Rum.  You  know,  my  Lord,  I ever  was  ambitious 
To  ferve  your  Wants,  and  be  edeem’d  your  Friend. 

Ant . Go  then,  Rumilltusy 
To  Dorothea,  tell  her  I have  worn, 
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In  all  the  Conflicts  I have  had  in  War, 

Her  Image  in  my  Heart,  which  like  a Deity 
Has  ftill  prote&ed  and  infpir’d  my  Fame. 

Thou  haft  been  us’d  to  fpeak,  and  let  me  beg9 
This  once  to  ferve  thy  Friend,  thy  niceft  Art, 

Let  foft  Perfwafion  hang  upon  thy  Tongue, 

And  in  th’  Expreftion  of  thy  Thoughts  and  mine, 

Ufe  what  thy  Wit  and  Eloquence  can  invent. 

For  Wit  and  Eloquence  will  blaft  the  Counfels 
Of  the  Sageft  Politician,  will  drefs  a horrid  Tale 
In  fuch  a form,  that  even  the  Gods  themlelves 
Have  oft  miftaken  and  embraced  a Falfhood. 

Thus  make  her  underftand  how  much  I Love  her* 

All  Fears  that  may  deter  me  throw  behind, 

Say  I this  Morning  in  the  Name  of  Friendfhip 
Defign  to  Viftt  her. 

Eum.  You  may  depend  on  what 
My  utmoft  Service  can  perform.  [ Exit  Euma 

Ant,  Thus  do  the  wretched  raife  Fantaftick  Proje&s, 
On  the  leaft  Rads  their  wild  Fancy  forms, 

And  blefs  themfelves  with  the  delightful  Profpedf, 

'Till  fome  unthought  of  fudden  blaft  of  Chance, 

Dfcftroys  at  once  all  their  projefling  Hopes.f 
Would  the  juft  Gods  be  once  propitious  here, 

Nought  have  1 clfe,  either  to  hope  or  fear, 

For  what’s  beyond  my  Love,  (hall  be  beyond  my  Care. 

[Exits 

SCENE  II.  A Prifon , Men  in  Chains  Begging* 
Enter  Dorothea  and  Hellena. 

Dor.  My  Friend,  is  this  the  Prifon, 

Whofe  needy  forrowful  Inhabitants 
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Have  not  yet  tailed  what  my  Wants  could  fparc  ? 

Bell.  Madam,  it  is. 

Dor.  Alas,  poor  Souls! 
i Vrif.  Pray  your  Charity,  for  Heavens  fake. 

Dor.  Saw  you  the  Place  within  ? 

Hell.  I did. 

Which  made  me  interceed  for  their  Relief. 

When  firft  1 entred,  the  offenfive  Stench 
Was  fo  extreamly  Noyfom  to  the  Senfe, 

That  with  the  difmal  Horror  of  the  Place, 

And  dreadful  Cries  and  Howlings  of  the  Tortur’d, 

My  Sen fes  were  almoft  depriv’d  and  gone. 

Indeed  ’twas  very  piteous  to  behold 

The  many  Poor,  Naked,  unhappy  ftarving  Souls, 

That  lay  juft  ready  to  expire  through  Pain, 

Through  bittereft  Want,  Thirft,  Cold  and  Hunger, 

And  not  one  Charitable  Friend  to  help  them, 
i Vrif  Pray  your  Charity. 

Dor . Take  what  my  mean  and  {lender  Fortune  grants, 
And  from  this  loathfom  Prifon  free  your  felves. 

Dear  bought  Experience  is  the  fureft  way 
To  Knowledge  of  the  World  and  bafe  Mankind. 

If  Crimes  confine  you,  done  againft  the  Laws, 

Amend,  and  let  Repentance  make  Attonementj 
But  if  for  your  Religion  you  are  chain’d, 

I pity  you  indeed. 

1 Vrif  Heaven  ever  blefs  you. 

2 Vrif  May  the  good  Gods  prote&  you. 

Dor.  That  which  Neceftity  of  Life  can  fpare. 

If  from  the  Prifoner,  Friendlefs,  and  the  Orphan, 

The  Widow,  or  the  aged  poor  Man’s  Warns, 

For  any  bafer  Ufe  we  ihould  perioin. 
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We  rob  ’em  of  their  Dae,  and  for  Reward 
Entail  a Curfe  on  us  and  on  our  Children. 

But  now,  my  Friend,  our  Charity  thus  given, 

Let  our  Devotion  next  employ  our  Time. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  III.  The  Palace • 

Enter  Sapritius  and  Eumillius  meeting » 

Sap*  Eumillius , 

May  Rome's  Guardian  Gods  direct  thee. 

Bum*  If  you  mean  well,  my  Lord, 

Eumillius  does  return  the  friendly  Wifli. 

Sap.  If  I mean  well? 

When  did  I ever  mean  thee  otherwife? 

Bum , I am  in  hafte,  and  beg  your  Lordlhip’s  Pardon, 
Sap.  Stay,  hear  me  yet  a Word. 

Eum.  Be  brief. 

Sap.  As  Thought. 

Tell  me,  Eumillius , how  the  Princefs  does; 

Say  how  fhe  refted ; you  can  tell  I know, 

Such  youthful  amorous  Souls  as  you’re  pofleft  with 
Urges  you,  ere  you’re  able  to  write  Man, 

Or  the  foft  callow  Down  can  fhade  your  Face 
From  boyifh  Looks, 

To  think  on  nought  but  Women, 

And  watch  each  fingle  Smile  or  am’rous  Glance  j 
Befides  Intelligencers,  that,  like  Flies, 

Obferve  unfeen  a Princefs’  clofeft  Actions, 

And  buz  their  Knowledge  to  your  Ears  in  Whifpers* 

Eum.  She  refted  ill,  it  feems. 

Sap.  Double  your  Courtefie. 

How  does  my  Son  ? 
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Eum.  Ill,  well,  worfe,  better, 

I can't  tell  how  he  does. 

Sap.  Why  what  an  Anfwer’s  this  ? but  one  Word  more  5 
When  does  the  Princefs  take  him  to  her  Bed? 

Hum.  I know  not. 

Sap.  That’s  very  Grange, 

Since  thou’rt  the  Manufcript  where  he  writes  his  Secrets. 
Prethee  Eumillius,  fay. 

Eum.  I faid  before,  my  Lord,  I did  not  know. 

[Exit  Eum. 

Sap.  Either  the  young  ill-manner’d  Clown  is  mad, 

Or,  what  is  much  the  fame,  in  Love  $ 

Deeply  in  Love,  up  to  the  Head  and  Ears : 

And  yet  my  Mind  fuggefts  there’s  fomething  more 
Than  I’m  acquainted  with : I’ll  fathom  ir. 

And  may  be  flop  its  Progress.  Let  me  fee, 

?Tis  told  me  he’s  in  Love  with  Dorothea, 

That  lifelefs  Image  of  what  Woman  fhould  be. 

That  dries  up  all  her  ruddy  gay  Complexion 
In  Failing,  Penance,  Prayer  and  Meditation, 

And  ’cis  fuppofed,  in  Mockery  of  our  Gods: 

Should  (lie  once  blafl  the  Soul  of  Antony , 

By  Pluto's  felf,  with  foch  unheard  of  Tortures 
I’d  Sacrifice  her  Body  to  the  Gods, 

That  ev’n  the  Damn’d  (hould  flart  at  the  Invention, 

And  count  their  Torments  an  Elijium  to  ’em.  [Exit. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Dorothea  and  Eumillius. 

Dor.  You  have  been  lavifh  in  his  Praife  already. 

Eum.  And  yet  moft  juft  to  Truth. 

There  is  in  Antony  fo  brave  a Soul, 
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So  much  of  Honour,  Honefty  and  Truth  j and  then 
A Form  full  of  fuch  Manly  Excellence, 

That  Queens  admire  him,  and  court  his  Love. 

Dor.  Eumillius ! 

I thought  your  Years  had  not  been  yet  acquainted 
With  the  deluding  Cozenage  of  Mankind  $ 

But  now  I fee  it,  and  am  fatisfy’d. 

Men  learn  to  flatter,  and  betray  our  Sex, 

Almoft  as  foon  as  they  are  taught  to  fpeak. 

So  natural  is  Deceit  ev’n  to  the  youngefl: 

But  do  not  think  a Lover's  idle  Language 
Can  force  Belief  in  one  that  knows  his  Arts* 

His  Paflions,  Proteftations,  Vows  and  Sighs, 

And  all  his  foolifh  Train  of  Madman’s  Actions : 

No:  if  thou  haft  a Meflage,  let  me  know  it 
In  as  few  Words  as  Brevity  allows. 

Eum.  He  fcorns  to  boaft  his  Father’s  Pow’r  and  Wealth, 
Or  his  own  Honours  merited  from  C&feir $ 

Rejedfo  the  offer’d  Love  cv’n  of  a Princefs, 

And  greets  the  World  and  Fortune  with  Contempt, 

To  throw  his  Perfon  into  your  Pofleflion: 

You’re  the  only  Object  of  his  Love  and  Hope's, 

And  Miftrefs  of  his  Fate. 

Dor.  Surely  it  muft  be  Gold ; 

For  Friendfhip  only,  as  the  World  goes  now. 

Is  not  of  force  to  bribe  fuch  Commendation. 

Eum  What  Anfwer  muft  I bear? 

Dor . Tell  him, 

The  Tales  of  Love  are  moft  offenfive  to  me. 

And  let  him  know  that  my  Affection’s  plac’d 
On  fomething  far  above  perfidious  Man  j 
Man,  that  delights  to  prey  upon  our  Sex, 
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And  make  their  Sport  of  our  mifhking  Folly. 

Zum.  You  make  me  an  unwelcome  Meflenger. 

Enter  Antonius. 

But  himfelf who  will,  I hope, 

Hear  Mews  more  pleafing  from  you. 

Ant.  And  has  my  Friend  receiv’d  unwelcome  News  ? 
Eum.  I care  not  to  repeat  it. 

Ant.  How  can  there  be, 

In  i'uch  a noble  Casket,  wherein  lies 
Beauty  and  Chaftity  in  full  Perfection, 

A Heart  fo  flinty  hard,  that  Innocence 
And  lawful  Love  can  force  no  Entrance  ? 

Dor.  O there  are  many,  very  many  Arts, 

Your  Sex  employs  to  undermine  our  Virtue, 

Baffle  our  Virgin  Chaftity,  and  make  us 
The  eafie  Prey  to  your  unlawful  Paflions. 

Ant.  Can  you  fufped  ? 

Let  me  proteft  and  vow. 

Dor.  I have  often  heard, 

A Lover’s  Proteftations  are  but  Wind, 

Made  to  difguife  the  Bafenefs  of  his  Purpofe. 

I muft  retire,  my  Lord. Your  Pardon.  [Gomg 

Ant.  O,  why  fliould  Innocence  become  a Suppliant, 
And  ask  for  Pardon  where  there’s  no  Offence.' 

Be  but  fo  merciful  before  you  go. 

As  let  me  whifper  in  your  Virgin  Ear, 

What  I am  loath  to  lay  on  any  Tongue 

But  this  my  own. 

Dor.  If  one  immodefl  Accent  fhould  eicape  it, 

My  Hatred  is 

Ant.  O,  name  it  not? 


*7 


The  Virgin  Martyr. 

My  virtuous  Love  ne’er  entertain’d  a Thought 
But  what  the  pureft  Veftal  might  exprefs. 

Eum.  Hermes  infpire  my  Friend. 

Enter  behind  Sapritius  and  Artimia* 

Sap.  As  I fufpe£ed ; their  Engine  too; 

Curfe  on  him,  he  is  bufie  in  the  Work. 

Art.  Bafe  Villain. 

Sap.  Bridle  your  Rage,  Tweet  Princefs, 

My  Arm  fhall  fatisfie  your  juft  Refentment. 

j Dor.  Sir,  for  your  Fortunes,  were  they  Mines  of  Gold, 
My  Love  is  placed  upon  an  Obje<3:  richer; 

And  for  your  Worth,  your  Perfon  is  to  him 
Lower  than  any  Slave  is  to  a Monarch. 

Sap . Soinfolent!  bafe  Chriftian. 

Dor.  Could  I,  with  wearing  out  my  Knees  before  him l 
Gain  that  mo  ft  happy  Grace,  to  make  you  his, 

You  would  confefs  your  felf 
Happier  than  Kings, 

Sap.  Confufion  on  the  Witch ! 

Her  Chriftian  Magick  works  againft  his  Faith* 

Ant.  No  Power  is  there, 

Within  the  Verge  of  this  terreftial  Globe, 

To  whom  with  fuch  Devotion  I would  kneel.  [Kneels. 
Sap.  Curfe  on  his  Bafenefs. 

Dor.  Why  will  you  kneel,  my  Lord? 

Ant.  This,  as  the  humbleft  Pofture,  was  defign 3d 
To  move  Compaftion  and  implore  the  Gods, 

When  contrite  Mortals  beg’d  the  Aid  of  Heav'n: 

X let  it  then  move  Pity  in  your  Breaft, 

’©r  one  who  begs  Acceptance  of  his  Love; 

’ontemns  the  offer’d  Service  of  a Princefs, 
tnd  fcorris  her  Wealth  and  Perfon,  to  adore  you 
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Art.  Ingrateful  Monger! 

Ant . Perhaps  ’tis  my  Religion  makes  you  frown. 
Permit  me  but  your  Love,  you  may  enjoy 
Your  own  religious  Faith  and  Chriftian  Worfhip* 

I ne’er  fhall  urge  you  from  that  Powr, 

To  which  you  Chriflians  kneel. 

Sap.  I can  no  longer 

Fret  out  my  Life,  with  wondering  at  the  Villain : 
Would,  when  his  pregnant  Mother  bore  him, 

The  Gods  had  ftruck  him  dead  within  the  Womb, 

And  made  his  Birth  abortive. 

Sum.  My  Lord,  your  Father. 

Art.  Is  that  the  Idol  your  Devotion  points  at. 

Traitor  to  Love  and  me?  But  I have  Pow’r, 

And  can  find  Means  to  fatiate  my  Revenge. 

Sap.  Gods!  I could  tear  my  Heart! 

Thy  Crime  is  Pur.ifhment  enough  for  thee  : 

But  for  this  Hag.  I’ll  count  if  Pleafure, 

Whole  Winter  Nighrs  to  watch  on  the  black  Verge 
Of  fome  high  Precipice,  horrid  to  Nature, 

Or  in  fome  magick  Cave  or  loathfome  Dungeon, 

Wbofe  fuffocating  Fumes  or  ragged  Entrails 
Shall  fhock  thy  Soul,  make  thee  to  houl  in  Anguifh, 

And,  plung’d  ia  Hell’s  Defpair,  ctiffe  thy  own  Being. 

Art.  My  Love  henceforward  fhall  be  turn’d  to  Hatred 
And  nothing  will  1 fludy  but  Revenge. 

[Exeunt  Sap.  and  Art 

Earn.  I am  Thunder* ftruck! 

We’re  all  o’er-whelm’d  in  the  fame  Gulph  cf  Ruin. 

Dor,  For  fake  of  Honour,  Sirs,  for  what  you’ve  been, 
Partners  in  Danger,  and  inured  to  War* 

Let  not  your  Courage  be  o’erthrown 
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By  a weak  Woman’s  Threats, 

I cannot  fear  either  her  Rage  or  Malice, 

Ant.  O ’tis  the  Malice, 

Not  only  of  a Woman,  but  a Princefs; 

And  when  to  the  Invention  of  her  Sex, 

The  Power  and  Means  to  execute  her  Will 
Be  alfo  added,  what  may  v/e  expefl 
But  Death  and  fare  Deftrudlion  ? 

Bor.  In  gallant  Souls 
The  fear  of  Death  is  Bafencfs: 

For  what- is  Death  to  one  that  looks  beyond  it, 

But  a Repofe  from  Care,  a fofr  Retreat 
From  the  perplexing  Toils  of  tirefom  Life? 

Re  enter  Artimia,  Sapritius,  Theopilu?,  and  Guards 
Art . Seize  on  Antonins . 

Now,  Sir,  you  are  in  my  Power; 

Yet  I fhall  not  infult  you, 

Nor  linger  out  your  Death. 

Hence  with  ’em  all.  With  him  to  Execution 5 
But  even  Death  it  felf 
Shall  be  out- wearied  in  tormenting  her: 

I’ll  change  thofe  fcornful  Smiles,  e’er  I have  done, 

To  Shrieks  and  Groans  thro’  Agony  and  Pain; 

And  when  the  Pangs  of  Death  (hall  rend  her  Heart9 
Then  let  her  Pride  and  Scorn  infult  and  brave  me. 

Sap.  Altho’  the  Reverence 
I bear  the  Gods,  and  you,  are  in  my  Bofom 
Torrents  fo  ftrong  that  Pity  quite  lies  drown’d. 

And  I can  fear ce  even  fpeak  for  this  rafh  Boy ; 

Yet  when  I think  and  ponder  with  my  felf 
What  ’tis  to  die,  perhaps  to  ceafe  to  be, 
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And  in  the  Bloom  of  Youth,  that  might 
By  Nature’s  courfe  have  been  thrice  doubled : 

Powerful  I feel  the  Anguifh  of  a Father, 

The  natural  Pangs  of  a paternal  Sorrow"; 

And  muft  confefs  I am  forc’d  to  be  a Man, 

Forc’d  on  my  Knees  to  beg  his  forfeit  Life. 

Ant  Why  does  my  Father  kneel?  Rife,  Sir, 

And  beg  not  that  which  I difdain  to  enjoy; 

I am  more  content  to  undergo  the  Sentence, 

Than  you  to  give  the  Judgment,  and  freely  offer 
My  Blood  the  Sacrifice  to  appeafe  your  Anger; 

Bvit  I muft  kneel,  tho’  ’tis  not  for  my  felf, 

To  implore  your  Mercy  on  that  heav’nly  Form* 
Preferve  that  Temple  builded  fair  as  yours  is* 

And  Cdfar  never  went  in  greater  Triumph 
Than  I fhali  to  my  Death. 

Art.  Are  you  fo  brave  and  refolute? 

Set  forward,  Sirs ; and  let  thofe  Darlings, 

The  Partners  of  his  H art,  partake  the  Honour. 

Bor . For  my  Part,  Death  is  welcome  to  my  Arms, 
As  gladly  I’ll  embrace  the  Means  that  brings  it, 

As  a defiring  Maid  her  wifht-for  Lore. 

The  Vifage  of  a Hangman  frights  not  me. 

Your  torturing  Racks,  your  Gibbets,  Axes,  Fires, 

Are  Scaffoldings,  by  which  my  Soul  mounts  up 
To  an  eternal  glorious  Habitation. 

Theo.  C&fars  Imperial  Daughter,  hear  me  fpeak* 

Let  not  this  Chriftian  Witch,  in  her  proud  Pageantry, 
And  vile  Derifion  of  our  Gods  and  Cdfar, 

Build  to  her  felf  a Kingdom  in  her  Death; 

Take  my  Advice,  and  then  her  bitterefl  Torments 
Shall  be,  to  feel  her  Conftancy  beat  down, 
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The  Pride  and  Bravery  of  her  Refutation 
Lie  batter'd  by  cur  Arguments  in  Pieces; 

She  on  her  Knees  will  gladly  creep  again, 

To  implore  the  Mercy  of  our  Roman  Gods, 

Art.  How  is  this  to  be  done? 

Tbeo,  1M  fend  my  Daughters  to  her. 

And  they  fhali  turn  her  rocky  Faith  to  Wax; 

Or  this  fhali  be,  or  never  let  me  meet 
An  honeft  Roman's,  but  a Villain's  Death. 

Art.  Be  fhe  your  Prifoner  then. 

Your  Son  and  that  the  Minion  he  delights  in, 

Sapritius  do  you  keep  in  clofe  Confinement, 

My  felf  will  horrid  Death  inflict 

On  thcfe  that  fufter  them  by  Speech  or  Letters 

To  greet,  or  to  communicate  their  Thoughts, 

Seize  her  Eftate,  Tbeopilus ; deprive  her 
Of  all  the  Means  of  Sufienance  and  Life, 

Only  fbme  Bread  and  Water ; apply  her  Wealth 
To  your  own  Ufe,  and  take  it  for  your  Service. 

/ Don  I'll  bear  with  Patience  what's  th' Almighty's  Will, 
The  Bread  of  Poverty  fhali  feed  me  ftill; 

Content  and  Peace  fhali  dwell  within  my  Breaft, 

'Till  Death  has  feal'd  my  everlafting  Reft. 

Ceafe  not,  my  Soul,  to  adore  that  Power  above, 

Who  thus  expreftes  his  corre&ing  Love; 

Thus  guards  my  Weaknefs  'gainft  that  Fiend  Defpair, 

And  arms  my  Soul  with  Penitence,  and  Pray'r.  {Exeunt, 
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ACT  III.  SCENE  I. 

Enter  Sapritius,  Theopilusj  Califta,  and  Chrifteta, 

Sap  TTI  E kind,  my  Friend,  and  give  me  thy  Advice 
In  this  Immergence  of  Diftrefs  and  Sorrow. 

My  Son,  this  Son  of  mine,  whom  Nature  gave  me 
To  be  the  Joy  and  Gladrefs  of  my  Manhood, 

Is  now  become  the  Sorrow  of  my  Age. 

Stretcht  on  his  Couch  he  lies,  as  if  already 
Death  had  depriv'd  him  of  all  Senfe  and  Motion  ; 

Often  a melancholy  Sigh  or  Groan 

Gets  vent,  and  forces  Paflage  from  his  Heart: 

His  Eves  half  open,  fteddily  are  fixt 
On  the  next  Obje£I  that  athwarts  his  View. 

Theo.  Can't  your  Phyfician's  Skill  preferibe  a Remedy? 
Sap . Not  any  : Oh  my  Heart!  , 

Theo . Is  there  no  Hopes  ? 

Sap.  All  my  expe&ing  Hrpes  in  him  are  blafted. 

Blown  into  the  Air,  like  Vapours  quite  extinguiflit. 

I am  frantick  with  the  Thought. 

O ye  juft  God s!  would  he  had  ne'er  been  born. 

Theo.  Know  you  no  Caufe  from  whence  it  fhou'd  proceed  ? 
Sap.  I judge  it  to  be  Love; 

And  tell  me  pray,  what  Phyfick's  agdnft  that? 

He  loves  this  Chriftian  Virgin,  Dorothea. 

And 
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And  cou’d  the  angry  Princefs  be  appeas’d, 

All  Title  to  her  Love  furrender’d  up ; 

Yet  this  coy  Witch  is  fo  tranfported 
With  her  Religion,  that  unlefs  my  Son 
(But  let  him  perifh  firfi:,)  believes  like  her. 

She’ll  not  vouchfafe  the  leaft  Refpeft  or  Love. 

Tbeo . But  if  (lie  be  remov’d  from  her  Opinion, 
As  I cou’d  hope  (he  will, 

By  the  perfuafive  and  convincing  Arguments 
My  Daughters  Wit  fhall  ufe; 

You’ll  find  her  then  pofifeft  with  a Compliance 
To  all  that  you  in  reafon  can  expe&. 

Sap.  If  fhe  perfifts,  I’ll  crufh  her  into  nothing. 
The  Stygian  Damps,  breeding  infectious  Air, 

The  xMandrake’s  Groans,  the  Bafilisk’s  killing  Eye, 
Nay  all  the  Horrors  Devils  can  invent, 

Shall  prove  to  her  lefs  fatal  than  my  Rage. 

Tbeo . Now  you  refolve  indeed  ! 

Sap . I have  deferr’d  my  Vengeance, 

In  hopes  to  draw  this  young  Apofiate  back, 

Which  will  be  greater  Honour  than  her  Death, 

To  her  dead  Father’s  Faith. 

Tbeo . Upon  thefe  Hopes  we  build ; 

Come  nearer  Children,  may  the  Gods  infpire  you, 
And  profper  your  Attempts  to  do  them  Service, 
And  their  Religion  Honour. 

Sap . Add  to  your  Reafon s, 

Or  Threats,  or  Gifts,  or  Promifes  to  win  her* 

If  you  prevail,  ’tis  the  moil  glorious  V/ork 
You  ever  undertook* 

We’ll  fend  her  to  you 

Tbeo,  Be  conftant,  and  be  careful 

C y 
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Enter  Dorothea,  and  Captain  of  the  Guards , w&tfExiC 

Ca/.  Health  and  eternal  joy  attend  thee,  fair  One. 

Chrifl.  We  are  forry  for  your  Troubles,  and  to  meet  you 
Thus  as  a Criminal  guarded,  mod  afflidfs  us. 

Dor.  And  I am  forry  you  have  Liberty, 

So  well  I like  your  Virtues; 

Though  your  miftaken  Zeal  oppofe  my  Knowledge, 

That  I cou’d  wifh  for  the  fame  Crime  as  mine. 

You  were  my  Fellow-Pnforers. 

Cal.  Our  Friendfhip  is  as  great  as  formerly, 

Tho*  you  reje&ed  us;  and  now  our  Vifit 
Is  to  offer  you  our  Counfel  and  Afiiftance, 

In  this  depreft  Eftate  of  adverfe  Fortune. 

Dor.  1 gladly  welcome  it. 

Chrifl.  You  may  remember, 

In  what  religious  Bonds  of  friendly  Amity 
Our  honour’d  Parents  liv’d ; and  that  our  felves 
Have  from  our  Childhood  hill  enjoy’d  the  fame. 

Till  our  returning  to  our  Father’s  Faith, 

From  whence  your  Converfation  had  betray’d  us. 

Has  lately  caus’d  this  Separation. 

Cal.  Look  on  us  in  that  fad  Eftate  you  are  in, 

When  o’er  our  Heads  the  Vengeance  of  the  Gods 
Stood  ready  to  deftroy  us:  Ail  the  Comforts 
And  Joys  of  Life,  when  Ghriftians,  had  forfook  us  : 
Inftead  of  Bldlings  from  our  aged  Parents, 

Curfes,  Contempt  and  Scorn  fell  thick  upon  us. 

Chrifl . This  confider’d, 

We  timely  made  a fafe  and  fair  Retreat; 

Again  emb  ace  the  Mercy  of  cur  Gods, 

And  live  in  Peace  and  Pieafure. 
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Cah  By  our  Example,  bequeathing 
Mifery  to  thofe  that  court  it, 

Learn  to  be  happy  j fcorn  your  Chriftian  Yoakj 
sTis  much  too  heavy  for  fo  fair  a Form, 

The  Father  cf  the  Gods  defign’d  your  Perfon 
For  Pleafure,  Joy,  and  the  Delights  of  Senfe; 

And  not  your  harfher  Dilates  of  Morality. 

Chrifl . Change  your  Religion,  and  no  longer  ferve 
Under  the  hard  Injur.&ions  of  your  Teachers* 

Men,  who  impofe  fuch  Do&rines  of  Faith, 

As  they  themfelves  believe  not;  grofly  cheating  you. 

With  Joys  imagin’d,  for  experienc’d  Sorrow. 

Let  us  conjure  you  change,  for  our  Religion 
Is  but  a vary’d  Exercife  of  Pleafure . 

While  your  long  Pra&ice  of  continu’d  Pray’r, 

Penance,  Confeffion,  Abftinence,  and  Sorrow, 

Makes  you  forget  to  Live. 

Bor . Dare  any  fay  fo  much,  or  dare  I hear  it 
Without  a virtuous  and  religious  Anger? 

Now  to  put  on  a modeft  Virgin  Silence, 

Is  to  that  Power  I ferve  a greater  Injury, 

Than  to  be  Eloquent  in  vicious  Council?. 

What  are  your  Temples  Gods,  Religious  Rights* 

And  all  the  foolifh  Worfhips  you  delight  in, 

But  juggling,  miftical,  deluding  Follies? 

Cbrift.  To  gain  you  to  our  Faith,  we  have  Power  to  grant 
Whatever  you  will  ask ; then  timely  think 
You  may  enjoy,  or  Love,  or  Wealth,  or  Honour; 

Nay  what  you’ll  ask,  to  make  your  Life  a Pleafure* 

Do  but  comply,  and  ferve  our  Father’s  Gods : 

Whofc  Curfes  elfe  will  light  moft  heavy  on  you* 

You  know  their  Vengeance  is  moft  powerful. 
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Bor.  Powerful!  alas!  I neither  dread  their  Power, 
Nor  court  their  Aid  ; 

For  what  can  Things  inanimate  perform, 

That  want  both  Life  and  Senfe  ? h it  your  Wood, 
Your  Gold  or  Silver  Gods,  that  I fhou’d  fear? 

Cal,  We  in  their  Images  revere  their  Perfons. 

Bor,  Their  Perfons  ? be  it  fo.  Con fider  then, 
What  are  the  Perfons  you  fo  blindly  Worftiip. 

Your  Venus , Juno,  Flora,  and  the  reft, 

Were  all  but  Proftitutes  to  Lull  and  Paflion. 

Your  Jupiter,  Mars,  Vulcan , Mercury , 

Were  nought  but  Murderers,  Paricides.  and  Lechers  j 
Or  elfe  all  Fiftion,  and  Poetick  Fancy. 

O blinded  Ignorance ! by  the  Truth  I charge  you, 
Would  you,  to  have  your  Father  deify ’d, 

Behold  him  guilty  of  fuch  horrid  Crimes, 

As  the  moft  favage  African  would  ftart  at  ? 

Cal.  Let  Piety  and  Duty  anfwer  for  me, 

Bor.  Or  you,  would  either  of  you, 

To  be  hereafter  regifter’d  a Goddefs, 

Give  your  chafi  Body  up  to  the  Embraces 
Of  Wantonnefs  and  Luff?  have  it  Paid  of  you, 

This  is  the  common  Proftitute  to  Man, 

A Miftrefs  in  the  Arts  of  Wickednefs, 

Who  knows  all  Tricks  and  Labarynths  of  Defire 
That  are  unchaft  and  foul  ? 

Cbriji,  I hope  you  think  not  fo. 

Bor.  I would  not  judge  fo  of  you. 

Cal,  Nay,  you  cannot. 

Bor,  And  yet  all  thefe  I have  nam’d,  are  infamous 
Even  to  a Proverb,  among  you  their  Worfhippers. 
Your  Venus  for  her  Whoredoms,  Jmoy  Ceres, 
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And  Flora,  Foundrefs  of  the  publick  Stews* 

But  why  fhould  I proceed  to  any  other? 

You  know  the  Truths  I urge,  confefs  it  then. 

And  be  yet  wife  and  happy. 

Cbrift . I dare  not  entertain  a Thought  like  this. 

Dor.  I am  forry  for  it  indeed. 

Cal  Would  I had  ne’er  been  born. 

Dor.  Why  will  you  make  fo  impious  a Wifh? 

Cal.  Our  Filial  Duty  hath  deftroy’d  us  both, 

Plung’d  us  beneath  the  dark  Abyfs  of  Error, 

And  we  are  finking,  never  more  to  rife; 

There  Truth  we  mud  confefs,  and  blufh  to  own. 

Dor , Why  do  you  weep?  you  may  redeem  all  yet. 
The  darling  Attribute  of  the  Almighty, 

Whofe  providential  Care  and  Power  fupream 
Form’d  and  fupports  us  all,  is  Love  and  Mercy. 

Cbrift.  In  what  deplor’d  Eftate  am  I involv’d  ? 

Dor.  You  may  be  happy. 

Cbrift.  Wou’d  you  ccu’d  point  the  Way. 

Dor . The  great  Example  of  the  Chnftians, 

Who  gave  himfelf  a Sacrifice,  to  fave  us, 

If  with  an  humble  Penitence  you  implore, 

Will  aid  and  ftrengthen  your  religious  Hope, 

And  guide  you  mod  fecure. 

Cal  I am  overcome 

With  the  fad  Senfe  of  my  forlorn  Condition. 

Cbrift.  O be  afiifiing  now,  thou  more  than  Friend, 

And  guide  our  Faith  with  thy  celeftial  Counfel. 

Accept  us  on  cur  Knees  to  be  your  Partners,  {They  ineel 
And  never,  never,  let’s  be  more  disjoin’d. 

Dor.  Rife  then,  and  let’s  embrace, 

Let  us  refolve  to  perfcvere  in  Virtue, 
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*Tis  * celedial  Comfort, 

Thus  to  enfold  the  Partners  of  our  Fate, 

And  Obje&  of  our  Love:  But  are  you  fure 
'Your  Faith  can  Band  againd  the  Storms,  the  Blads, 

And  all  the  Aflaults  of  perfecting  Power  ? 

For  Death,  and  Torment,  and  a future  State, 

Are  dreadful,  (hocking  Thoughts  to  all  of  us* 

But  more  to  thofe, 

Who  yet  have  look’d  no  farther  than  the  Grave. 

Chrift.  Mod  fenfible  of  this,  let’s  kneel  together, 

[All  kneel 

Join  all  our  Hands,  and  in  a folemn  Vow 
Proted  to  Heav’n,  and  beg  its  Guardian  Influence 
To  drengthen  and  fupport  us  in  the  Conflict. 

Dor  ’Tis  what  my  Soul  defires, 

And  may  it  be  fo. 

Cal  Now  I am  confirm’d; 

And  dare,  by  your  Example, 

Oppofe  the  word  of  tyrannous  Cruelty. 

Dor  Let’s  on  our  Journey  then,  and  meet  our  Fate?, 
Our  Faith  fecures  us  a more  happy  State. 

What,  tho’  the  Grave  our  Bodies  fhall  contain, 

Our  Souls  immortal,  fure,  mud  rife  again, 

And  o’er  their  Malice  mod  Triumphant  Reign. 

Eternally  poflefling  endlefs  Joys 
And  pure  Angelick  Love  that  never  Cloys.  [ Exeunt „ 

SCENE  Changes . 

Enter  Artimia,  Sapritius,  and  Theopilus* 

Art.  Sapritius , tho’  your  Son  deferves  no  Pity, 

Yet  we  do  mourn  his  Sickaeis, 
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His  bafe  Contempt  of  us 
We  caft  behind,  and  now  look  back,  upon 
His  Service  done  to  C&far,  which  out  weighs 
Our  juft  Difpleafure:  Ir  it  is  thro’  Reftraint 
His  Sicknefs  has  its  Origin  or  Growth, 

Or  that  you  think  his  Liberty 
Can  be  a Means  to  cure  him, 

Say,  and  let  him  have  it, 

For  we  forgive  him  freely. 

Sap . Madam,  you  bind  me  ever  to  your  Service* 

Art . Ufe  all  the  Means  you  can  for  his  Recovery, 

And  tho*  I yet  retain  fome  Tender  for  him 
And  cou’d  accept  his  Love ; 1 will  not  force  it. 

If  this  fair  Chriftian,  who  has  rival’d  me, 

Be  won  to  our  belief,  let  him  poffefs  her. 

The  World  fhall  know,  Tis  in  a Woman's  Power, 

Or  to  command,  or  to  fubdue  her  Paftions. 

Thee,  Saprithis , you  are  happy  in  ycur  Wifhes, 

Such  Eloquence  and  fweet  Perfuafion  dwells 
Upon  my  Daughters  Tongues,  they  will  perfuade  her 
To  any  Change  whatever. 

Sap.  I w 011  d it  might  be  foj 
But  I am  certain  ’tis  no  eafie  Task 
To  change  the  Mind  of  foolifh  obftinate  Woman, 
Perverfenefs  is  inherent  to  the  Sex, 

'Enter  Priefi  with  Incence.  Dorothea,  Califta,  and  Chrifteta, 
Prieft . My  Lord,  your  Daughters, 

The  Pillars  of  our  Faith,  having  converted 
(For  fo  ’tis  given  our)  this  Chriftian  Lady, 

Are  going  to  the  Image  of  great  jfove, 

To  offer  Incence,  and  implore  his  Pardon. 
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Theo.  My  Soul  divin’d  as  much. 

Bleft  be  the  Morn  that  gave  ’em  to  my  Arms; 

Their  Mother,  when  fhe  bore  them  to  fupport 

My  feeble  Age,  filled  not  my  longing  Heart 

With  fo  much  Joy,  as  they  in  this  good  Work 

Have  thrown  upon  my  Soul ; welcome,  thrice  welcome 

Daughters,  both  of  my  Body  and  my  Mind: 

Let  me  Embrace  in  you  my  Blifs,  my  Comfort; 

’“'And  Dorothea . thou  art  dearer  now, 

Than  if  thou  ne’er  hadft  fallen  from  our  Faith* 

Speak,  tell  the  bleft  Event  of  all  my  Wifhes. 

Chrijl.  This  Undertaking  has.,  moft  honour’d  Sir, 

Ca  n’d  us  Immortal  Glory,  and  hereafter 
Shall  be  the  Story  of  fucceeding  Times. 

Cal.  Never  was  time  employ’d  to  fuch  Advantage 
By  either  of  us,  fince  we  had  a Being. 

Theo . My  Joys  are  now  compleat; 

Prepare  the  Incence  quickly  : Dorothea , 

I will  my  felf  fupport  you  while  you  kneel. 

And  pay  your  Vows  to  Jove. 

Dor . We  all  have  this  Refolve,  to  do  it  together. 

Theo.  True,  their  Knowledge  is  familiar  with  the  Wor(hip> 
And  their  Inftru&ions  may  be  fome  Aftiftance. 

Cal.  Give  us  the  Cenfers  now. 

Thus  would  we  fcorn  and  ufe  their  Images, 

And  thus  do  we  contemn  their  fabulous  Perfons. 

[They  throw  the  Cenfers  on  the  Ground,  and  tread  on'em . 
Chrift.  And  vow .^o  Heaven,  ne’er  to  regard  ’em  more^ 
But  with  Contempt  and  Scorn, 

Theo.  This  Sight  has  chill’d  my  Blood, 

I am  blafted  with  it. 

Sap.  Prophane  and  Impious, 

Why  ftand  you  like  a Statue? 
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Are  you  the  Champion  of  our  Gods  ? 

Where  is  your  holy  Zeal  and  Anger  now  ? 

Art,  I could  not  have  this  Thought, 

Theo.  Nor  can  l fcarce  believe  it,  tho’  I faw  it. 

Sap,  O,  there  is  much  of  Woman  in  ’em  all 

[ To  Theopilus  tfide* 

Theo . Comfort  farewel. 

Deftru&ion,  Plague  and  Ruin, 

And  an  Eternal  Sorrow,  from  this  Moment 
Shall  be  the  fad  Companions  of  my  Life, 

A Statue  1 ay  my  Lord,  there’s  nothing  (hall 
Have  Power  to  move  this  wretched  Body 
From  that  curs’d  Place,  where  firft 
It  heard  and  faw  the  horrid  blading  Deed. 

Would  I had  been  born  incapable  of  Rcafon, 

Without  the  Faculties  of  Senfe  and  Knowledge* 

Not  differing  from  a Brute,  I had  been  happy, 

And  out  of  Fortune’s  Power  in  that  Eftate. 

Art,  Theopilus , you  mud  endeavour  Patience» 

Theo,  Patience? 

Alas,  why  will  you  talk  of  Patience  ? 

Can  the  fad  Soul  that  groans  in  Agony, 

And  lies  tormented  with  Excefs  of  Pain, 

Take  the  Advice  of  Patience  from  the  Happy? 

You  feel  not  what  I feel.  Show  me  the  Man 
Whofe  Wretchednefs  may  be  compar’d  with  mine  5 
If  he  in  fuch  a Cafe  as  this  will  fmile, 

Regardlefs  pafs  it  by  without  Concern, 

Then  will  I do  itj  but  ’tis  impoflible. 

And  cannot  be. 

Art,  Think,  and  appear  a Man: 

For  when  in  fuch  Excefs  of  Paffion  drown’d, 

A Man  is  but  a Brute. 
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Theo.  We  all  can  Counlel  thofe  in  Mifery, 

And  very  gravely  give  ’em  good  Advice* 

But  when  our  felves  tafte  of  the  fame  AfHi&ion, 

Not  one  of  us  can  take  th’  Advice  we  gave. 

I muff  refolve  on  fomething  to  be  done. 

Give  me,  ye  injur’d  Powers,  a Flood  of  Tears 
To  expiate  this  Madnefs  of  my  Daughters; 

For  had  they  been  themfelvcs,  they  would  have  trembled 
At  fuch  an  Impious  Deed. 

Oh,  for  my  fake,  defer  a while  your  Vengeance, 

And  give  me  Patience  to  demand  a Reafon 
For  this  accurfed  Deed. 

Dor.  Accurfed?  no,  it  was  not  fo,  ’cwas  Glorious. 
Theo.  Pe?ce,  thou  damn’d  Hag, 

Thou  iVlinifter  of  Horror  to  my  Soul; 

Speak  but  one  Syllable  againfl:  our  Gods, 

And  thou  (halt  never  live  to  utter  more. 

Dor . I can’t  but  fmile,  to  think 
How  zealoufly  you  plead  for  fenfelefs  Things, 

That  want  to  know  the  Injuries  are  done  ’em  : 

Your  Jupiter  elfe  would  not  have  forgot 
The  Thief  that  Hole  away  his  Golden  Locks, 

And  left  him  bald-pate  in  the  Capitol. 

Theo . Blafphemerl 
Ingenious  Cruelty  fhall  punifh  thee: 

Thou  art  pad  Hope.  But  for  my  Daughters 
Again  feduced  the  Dew  of  mild  Forgivenefs 
May  gently  fall,  provided  they  deferve  it. 

O be  again  your  felves,  with  true  Contrition 
Sue  the  offended  Gods. 

Cal.  Your  Gods! 

Not  to  be  Miftrefs  of  the  World. 

Chrijt. 
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Chrift.  No,  we  sre  both 
Chriftians  as  Dorothea , and  dare  die  fo. 

Sap . You  faid  juft  now 
Something  mull  be  refolvcd. 

Now  let  it  be,  and  hx  your  Refolution, 

Your  Honour,  the  Credit  of  your  Life, 

Your  All  depends  upon  this  piece  of  Juftice. 

Theo.  What  would  you  have  me  do? 

Sap . Do  they  not  merit  Death? 

Surely  they  do ; but  dying  by  your  Hand, 
aTwill  be  recorded  to  your  immortal  Honour. 

Strike  then,  at  oncedifpatch  ’em.  I would  do  it: 

See,  here’s  my  Dagger,  you  have  got  another. 

And  Hands  enough  to  do  the  Work  at  once. 

What  need  of  Counfel  is  there  in  the  Cafe  ? 

Theo . You  need  not  urge  my  Wrath,  thrice  hot  already  j 
JEtna  is  in  my  Breaft,  here  Sulphur  burns 
And  quite  confumes  my  Hean’s  .varm  Vit  vl  Blood. 

Gods ! nought  but  Death  can  ilop  its  rapid  Cuirfe  $ 

Nay — -and  it  muft  be  fo but  by  my  Hand! 

My  Hand?  O you  juft  Gods How  am  1 tortured  now- 

Give  me  your  Dagger. 

Sap.  Ay  here. 

Theo.  Now  it  is  in  my  Power- 

And  yet  1 want  the  Will  — it  fhall [Faufes» 

Yet  it  (hall  not.  Gods!  what  (hall  I refolvc? 

Who  waics? 

Enter  Captain  of  the  Guards. 

Cap . Your  Lordfhip’s  Plealure. 

Theo.  To  you  on  pain  of  Death,  this  very  moment, 
Command  a Party  of  our  Roman  Guards 
rlcnce  to  the  Verge  of  that  ftupendious  Cliff* 
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Whofe  horrid  Height  o’erlooks  the  boyfterous  Surge, 

And  frightens  Nature  with  the  dreadful  ProfpedL 
From  thence  throw  headlong  to  Eternal  Ruin 
Thefe  Inftruments  of  Hell,  thefe  two,  my  Daughters} 
And  dafh’d  in  pieces,  let  their  Bodies  perifh. 

Cap,  My  Lord. 

Theo,  Do  it,  or  by  the  Sacred  Head  of  Jow 
Your  felf  fnall  meet  the  Fate. 

1 will  not  hear  a Word  in  their  behalf. 

Away,  be  gone. 

Cap.  My  Lord!  Sapritiusl 
Sap,  I have  nothing  to  fay  ro’t. 

If  you  have  his  Command,  you  muft  obey  it. 

Cap,  I mull  fome  way  invent  to  ihield  their  Virtue?. 

[Exit,  leading  Chrifleta  and  Califla* 
Theo.  Away,  or  Death  fhall  feal  my  Vengeance  on  you. 
Dor.  O let  me  join  with  them, 

Aqd  lam  happy. 

Thto.  Thou  fhalt  not  perifh  fuch  an  eafie  way} 

But  in  my  Charge,  loaded  with  Iron  Chains, 

And  fed  with  Bread  and  Water,  Til  afHi&  thee. 

Till  I find  out  fome  new  invented  Engine 
Worthy  to  torture  thee. 

Prefer ve  me  Pluto  ffill  to  be  the  Scourge 
Of  this  bafe  Chriftian  mifehief- making  Se&, 

To  drive  and  to  dcflroy  them  off  the  Earth. 

From  my  Invention  Torments  fhall  have  birth, 

That  fhall  fo  horrible  to  Nature  feem, 

Even  Hell’s  dire  Furies  will  my  Zeal  efteem, 

And  Copy  from  my  Wit.  Nor  let  me  fall, 

Till  Plagues  and  Tortures  have  confum’d  ’em  all. 

[Exeunt. 
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Antonius  difcovered  on  a Couch , Sapritius,  Eumil- 
liiis,  and  a Phyfician . 

Sap.Q O deeply  Nature  pleads  for  this  rafh  Boy, 

^ That  I would  give  my  All,  my  felf  to  f:ve  hiitr, 
And  die  contented  in  a wretched  State. 

Search  then,  turn  o’er  the  Volumes 
Of  your  myfterious  JEfculapian  Science, 

And  try  what  Phyfick  can  for  his  Recovery. 

To  give  thee  Rccom pence,  I would  account 
The  World’s  vaft  Mafs  of  Treafure  but  a Trifle 
Unworthy  thy  Acceptance,  as  a Reward. 

Thyf \ Whatever  Art  can  do,  my  Lord,  1 promife^ 

But  his  Diftemper  feems  fo  ftrongly  armed 
With  fome  pernicious,  fecret  Melancholy, 

That  I much  fear  the  Grave  will  mock  our  Labours, 

Burn*  I have  been  his  Keeper  flnce  his  lllnefs, 

With  fuch  a watchful  Care,  as  1 have  feen 
My  Mother  take  over  my  younger  Years  5 
And  from  my  Obfervation,  fure  I Had 
It  is  a Woman  muft  be  his  Phyfician. 

Sap.  A Woman!  what  occafian  for  a Woman  ? 

That  Sex  were  never  more  efteem’d  for  Phyfick, 

Than  they  were  defpis’d  for  Mifchief: 

My  Son  has  no  occafion  for  a Midwife, 

He  is  not  Pregnant. 
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Eum.  Stand  by  his  Pillow 
Some  little  while,  and  in  his  broken  Slumbers 
“ You’ll  hear  him  call  aloud  on  Dorothea . 

Then  paflionately  fpreading  ope’  his  Arms, 

He  doles  ’em,  and  falls  into  a Slumber, 

Pleas’d  with  the  feign’d  Embraces  of  his  Love. 

Phyficians  but  torment  him,  his  Difeafe 
Laughs  at  their  Attempts  to  gain  him  Health: 

Let  him  but  hear  the  Name  of  Dorothea , 

Nay  but  the  Name,  he  ftarts  from  off  his  Couch, 

And  his  weak  Spirits  feem  to  gain  new  Life. 

She,  or  none,  cures  him*  and  how  that  can  be, 

The  Princefs  ftrift  Commands  to  the  contrary, 

Barring  their  Perfonal  Speech, 

Does  feem  to  me  Impofiible. 

Sap . Impofiible  ! it  cannot,  {hall  not  be  fo: 

My  felf  will  bring  her  hither  in  an  Inflant. 

1 had  rather  ceafe  to  live,  than  lofe  my  Son. 

Comfort  him  yet  a while,  ’till  my  return, 

Which  fliall  be  very  foon.  [Exit  Sap. 

Ant.  O 1 am  Sick  to  Death ; he  gripes  me  hard. 

And  his  cold  Hand  already  feize  my  Heart. 

I can’t  fupport  my  feeble  fhaken  Form 
Under  this  tirefom  Load  of  Pain  and  Grief. 

Farewel  to  Love,  and  Life,  and  Dorothea, 

Eum . She’s  here , be  happy  and  poflefs  her.  Sir. 

Ant.  Where,  O you  Powers,  is  that  Angehck  Form  ? 

[Starting* 

What,  doll:  thou  mock  me  too  ? I would  have  thought 
Better  of  thee,  who  calf  ft  thy  fell  my  Friend. 

Eum.  Why  fhouid  you  think  that  I am  not  your  Friend  ? 
Ant,  Becaufe  thou  mak’ft  thy  iSport  of  my  Misfortunes. 
1 fee  ’tis  in  thy  Nature  too,  Eumdius , 
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Like  the  whole  Race  of  Man,  to  be  perfidious, 

Man  ! that  Superior  Lord  of  the  Creation, 

With  fuch  Perfections  form'd,  and  fo  endow'd 
With  Knowledge,  Reafon,  Senfe,  defire  of  Glory* 

So  bafely  is  degenerate  from  his  Sire, 

That  liv'd  in  Ages  pad;  you  fcarcely  now 
Shall  find  a Man  that  differs  from  a Brute, 

Only  in  that  Form  ereCi,  which  he  difgraces. 

For  Avarice,  Luff,  Perfidioufnefs,  and  Pride, 

Has  fo  podefs’d  the  World,  that  he  who  now 
Dares  to  be  honed,  fhall  be  pointed  at. 

And  made  the  Scorn  of  every  Knave  and  Fool. 

Bnm.  Yet,  my  good  Lord,  fome  worthy  Men  there  are,’ 
Who  you  muff  own  to  be  both  brave  and  virtuous. 

Ant.  But  they  are  fo  few, 

That  in  a thoufand  you  fhall  fcarce  find  one. 

For  all  Men  now  are  either  Fools  or  Knaves: 

Why  fhould  I wonder  then,  henceforth  I will  not, 

Nor  trirfr  a Man,  tho'  he  pretends  to  Friendfhip. 

Fbyf.  Let  me  entreat  you,  Sir,  to  take  your  Bed, 

Ant . Can  you  procure  me  Red  ? 

For  who  would  Groan  away  his  Life  like  me  ? 

What  is  thy  Pradfice?  Fhyfick?  Curfe  upon  thee. 

Thou  art  fworn  Enemy  to  Life  and  Health, 

And  deal'd  in  Poifon  to  dedroy  Mankind. 

Why  am  I plagu'd  with  this  damn’d  ill-look  Knave * 

This  meagre,  hungry,  cheating,  filly  Rogue* 

This  Moutebank,  who  woifd  even  (hame  the  Gibbet  ? 
Eumillius,  fend  him  hence. 

Eum.  Good,  my  Lord,  be  your  felf. 

Ant . How  can  it  be? 

Am  I not  mangled  in  a thoufand  pieces  ? 
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There  mores  my  Head,  my  wretched  Body’s  here, 

Atjd  Dorothea  has  my  Soul  with  her.  [Lies  down. 

Eum.  Pray,  Sir,  retire  ; you  do  but  difcompofe  him, 
Thyf.  I fball  obey  you,  Sir.  [ExitPhyf. 

Enter  Sapritius  haftning  in  Dorothea. 

Sap.  Follow  me,  Sorcerefs; 

And  let  thy  Magick  now 

Refcue  thy  fnaky  Locks  out  of  my  Hand. 

Ant.  Oh  ! 

Sap.  Art  thou  not  fick,  my  Son  ? 

Ant . To  Death. 

Sap.  Wou’dft  thou  recover? 

Ant.  Wou’d  I live  in  Blifs  ? 

Sap.  Why  do  thy  Eyes  (hoot  Daggers  at  the  Man, 

That  brings  thee  Health  ? 

Ant.  Health  is  not  in  the  World. 

Sap . Behold,  fee  here, 

The  Spoils,  thy  Spoils,  thy  Paffion  hunts  for. 

I defeend  to  a bafe  Office,  and  become  thy  Pander, 

In  offering  to  procure  thee  this  for  Health; 

If  (he  denies,  force  her ; Jove  give  thee  Strength. 

Imagine  thou  aflault’ft  a guarded  Town. 

Come,  come,  my  Son;  how  coy  this  Strumpet  looks? 

Come  this  way,  Sir [Retires  with  Eumillius. 

Dor.  What  is  the  horrid  Purpofe  of  your  Soul? 

Yet  fure,  from  you  I cannot  dread  a Danger 
Ant.  Indeed  you  cannot; 

I love  too  much,  ever  to  injure 
So  heav’nly  a Form. 

Sap . Plague  o’your  Forms. 

[Observing  'em  at  the  Entrance  t 
Ant . Alas  / I wou’d  not  for  the  Roman  Empire, 
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Give  the  leaft  Wound  to  thy  celeftial  Virtues  ; 

Yet  let  me  tell  thee,  ’tis  my  Father’s  Will, 

That  I by  Strength  fhould  force  thee  to  Compliance 
With  what  thy  Soul  abhors  ; but  fare  I will  not ; 
No ; fooner  lhall  the  folid  Earth  we  move  on 
Be  crufh’d  to  nothing,  ihaken  into  x\toms, 

And  Nature’s  felf  be  in  wild  Chaos  loft. 

Dor . Eternally  be  happy  for  this  Language, 
Re-enter  Sapritius  and  Eumillius* 

Sap,  Be  happy  ! 

Be  a Slave,  a blockifh  Idiot ; 

But  I will  teach  thee  to  repent  thy  Sorcery. 
Wou’d  I had  Strength ,myfel fwou’d  force  from  thee 
Thofe  boafted  Virtues,  which  are  made  the  Idols 
Of  thy  accurfed  Worfhip. 

Earn.  ForHeav’n’s  fake, Sir, difturb  him  not  inDeath® 
Sap . Phlegmatick,  cold  Baftard  : 

For  by  my  Father’s  Urn  thou  art  not  my  Son. 

I One  Spark  of  me,  when  I had  Youth  as  thou  haft. 
By  this  had  fir’d  my  Breaft  : Go,  be  gone,  I fay, 
i I'll  find  a way  to  make  this  Hag  repent  her. 

Be  gone,  I fay  ; Eumillius , lead  him  hence, 

And  let  him  perifh  if  he  will,  I care  not. 

Ant.  And  mu  ft  we  part  ? 

O yet  one  Moment  let  my  clofing  Eyes 
Behold  the  Objeft  that  my  Soul  delights  in  ; 

But  one  fhort  Moment,  and  I go  content 
In  Death  to  clofe  ’em,  and  eternal  Reft. 

Sap*  Urge  me  no  farther,  on  thy  Life. 

Ant . Farewel  ! my  Love  ! my  Life 
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Enter  Captain  of  the  Guards, 

Command  a Slave  to  me. 

Cap.  I fhall,  my  Lord [Exit. 

Sap,  Now  I will  teach  thee 
A Trade  which  thou  may’ft  prafKfe  ; 

A pleafing,  eafy  Trade,  fit  for  thy  Witchcrafts. 

Enter  Captain  and  a Slave, 

O,  come  Sir,  you  appear  a fturdy  Rogue, 

Fit  for  my  purpofe,  you  have  a Carcafs  form’d 
With  Bones,  and  nervous  Strength  enough; 
Markee  ; What  Countryman  are  yem  1 
Slave.  A Briton. 

Sap.  Britain,  in  the  Weft  Ocean  ? 

Slave.  Yes,  an  Ifland. 

Sap.  Ay,  ’tis  the  fame,  I know  it. 

©fallow  Roman  Conquefts  none  comes  near  ir. 

For  Drinking  and  for  Whoring.  Sirrah,  Fellow, 
What  wou’d  you  do  to  gain  your  Liberty  ? 

Slave.  I wou’d  fight  naked  with  a hungry  Lion  ; 
Venture  to  pluck  a Standard  from  the  heart 
Of  an  arm’d  Legion  ; for  Liberty  I would 
Bcftride  a Rampart,  bid  Defiance 
Even  in  the  Face  of  Death. 

To  (hake  my  Chains  oft', 

Which  cou’d  not  be  perform’d  but  by  your  Death, 
Stood  you  upon  this  Flat,  I on  a Reck 
Or  Mountain’s  Precipice  too  high  for  Sight, 

Down  wou’d  I leap,  and  facrifice  my  Life, 

Or  gain  my  wilh’d-for  Liberty,  with  Honour. 

Sap.  Well  faid  : but  I’ll  enjoin  an  eafier  Task  ; 
Obferve  me,  ’tis  a Work  that  you  delight  in, 

A common  thing  within  your  Albion  Ifle. 
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Drag  from  my  fight  this  Hag,  and  ravifn  her: 

And  doing  this,  your  Liberty  is  gain’d. 

Slave . And  ravifh  her  ! no  I you  miftake  me,  Sir,, 
As  much  as  you  miftake  our  Britifi  Tempers  ; 

I fcorn  my  Liberty  at  fuch  a Price. 

Command  a Roman  do  it ; for  us  Britons9ij 
Even  the  meaneft  Briton  of  us  all, 

Regard  Humanity  and  Honour  more. 

Tho*  I’m  a Slave,  I fcorn  your  Roman  Arts, 
Contemn  your  villanous  Cuftoms,  and  defpifc 
The  worft  of  all  your  Cruelties. 

Sap . Art  thou  fo  daring  ? 

Slave . I am  a Briton  ! 

Bor . Almighty  Heav’n  reward  thy  virtuous  Soul : 
Sap . Confound  you  all. 

Gods!  I cou’d  tear  my  Heart  to  be  thus  brav’d  ; 
Hence  with  him  from  my  fight, 

And  hang  him  inftantly. 

Slave. Thou  art  more  a Slave,  than  I.  [E*.  Capt.Slave* 
Sap.  Thou  Hag,  I will  torment  thee 
To  that  Excefs,  thou  {halt  defire  to  die, 

And  be  deny’d  the  Grace. 

Thou  {halt  linger  out  thy  hated  Days  in  Torments, 
Beyond  the  Pangs  of  Death. 

Bor.  Poor  Man,  thou  haft  my  Pity# 

Sap.  So  will  I torture  thee, 

The  Damn’d  themfelves  fhall  ftart  to  hear  thy  Groans, 
Dor.  Ha,  ha,  alas  ! 

Sap . What,  am  I fcorn’d,  and  brav’d  ? 

Command  ten  Indian  Slaves,  and  let  ’em  fatisfy 
Their  luftful  Appetites  : Where  are  you  all  1 
Shall  I be  difobey’di  O 1 could  tear  thee 
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Into  a thoufand  Pieces,  but  that  my  Age 
Deprives  me  of  the  Strength, 

And  makes  me  fink,  opprefs'd  with  many  Years. 

[ Throws  him f elf  on  the  Couch * 
Enter  Theopilus,  and  Captain  of  the  Guards . 

7 heo.  Where's  my  Lord  Governor  ? 

What  means  all  this,  thou  Devil  of  thy  Sex  ? 

This  is  thy  Witchcrafts. 

Bor.  How  can  I help 

His  Paflion  hurrying  him  beyond  hisReafon? 

He  draws Heav’n’s  Vengeance  on  his  Headhimfelf; 

I pity  him,  wou’d  I had  Power  to  help  him. 

Theo . Affift  me,  Sirs, 

And  let  us  raife  him  up. 

Sap.  Who  art  thou  ? 

Theo . My  Lord. 

Sap . Theopilus  ? 

Theo . How  does  your  Lordfhip  1 
Sap.  Blafted  ! bewitch’d  ! 

Depriv'd  of  all  my  Senfcs 

By  that  accurfed  Woman  ; feize  her, 

And  bear  her  from  my  Sight  to  Racks  andTortures. 
Pull  from  her  Limbs  her  Flefh. 

Mangle  her  ! burn  her!  damn  her  ! any  thing, 

So  I am  rid  of  her  ; bear  her  away, 

Into  the  River  throw  her  hated  Allies, 

That  the  lead  Duft  of  her  be  feen  no  more. 

Theopilus , fee  it  done.  If  I have  Strength 

I’ll  follow  thee  royfelf.  led  off.  Exeunt  omn • 
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SCENE  Changes. 

Enter  Antonius,  and  Eumillius. 

Ant.  Here  let  me  reft,  for  I can  go  no  farther % 

My  Pilgrimage  of  Life  is  near  its  End. 

On  this  low  Floor,  kind  Nature’s  humble  Couch, 

1*11  lay  me  down.  [ Lies  down.']  Sure  here 
l am  fecure  from  the  Infults  of  Fortune, 

O ! how  happy 

Were  the  firft  Mortals,  who  enjoy’d  their  Loves, 
When  Culture  was  the  Bufinefsof  Man’s  Life  ; 
When  burning  Jealoufy  had  no  Exiftcnce, 

Nor  Avarice,  nor  Ambition,  found  a Name  ! 

Their  Canopy,  a cool  and  peaceful  Shade  ; 

A Mofly  Turf  their  Bed,  and  for  a Pillow 
A Tuft  of  Flowers,  mix’d  with  matted  Grafs; 

Their  Garments  were  even  Innocence  it  felf. 

For  they  ha«i  nought  to  fear,  nor  knew  no  Shame, 

0 my  dear  Friend,  that  was  a golden  Age. 

Eum . Take  Comfort,  good  my  Lord, 

1 will  afiift  you  hence. 

Ant.  No,  here  I mean  to  make  my  laft  Abode, 
For  thro*  this  Place  the  Life  of  all  my  Joys, 

And  Darling  of  my  Soul,  my  Dorothea^ 

Muft  pafs  to  Execution,  to  confront 
The  terrifying  Vifage  of  pale  Death, 

And  meet  his  heavy  Hand. 

Qlet  me  then,  while  yet  my  Life  remains, 

Take  my  laft  Farewel  of  the  World,  and  Love  ; 

For  ftie  being  gone,  the  bright  celeftial  Sun 
To  me  is  Comfortlefs,  and  dark  as  Night, 
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Eum.  Strange  Affli&ion  ! 

Ant.  Nay,  weep  nor,  Friend. 

Tho’  Tears  of  Friendfhip  are  a fovereign  Balm 
Againft  the  Ills  of  Life,  yet  upon  me 
They  are  ineffe&ual,  and  thrown  away. 

The  angry  Fates  have  finifh’d  their  Decree, 

Both  I,  and  Doroihea  muft  expire 
In  the  fame  fatal  Period  of  Time. 

Eum.  I wonder,  Sir, 

That  you  who  muft  partake  of  all  her  Torments, 
Will  be  a Witnefs  of  the  dreadful  Scene, 

That  makes  your  wilh’d  Recovery  more  uncertain* 
Ant.  Recover ! no  : expeft  not  that  at  all  ; 

For  *tis  in  vain  to  hope,  or  to  expeft  it, 

Becaufe  it  cannot  be  ; for  I muft  die. 

Perhaps  the  kind  Affc&ion  I have  fhown  her 
Will,  e’er  the  fatal  Blow  {hall  end  her  Days, 
Enforce  her  Tongue  to  give  me  a kind  Welcome, 
To  flcep  with  her  in  Death  : 

For  that  is  now  the  End  of  all  my  Wiftaes. 

Eum.  See,  {he  comes  in  dreadful  Pomp ; 

Death  feems  her  Wifh,  a joyful  Smile 
On  her  gay  Virgin  Cheeks,  confirms  my  Thought. 
Enter  Theopilus,  Captain  of  the  Guards , Dorothea 
Execution , Executioners  with  Axes , Cords , 8cc. 

Ant.  How  fweetly  calm  does  Innocence  appear  ? 
How  happy  is  the  virtuous  Soul  in  Death  ! 

O you  juft  Powers,  how  like  to  Heav’n  it  felf ! 

By  all  my  facred  Hopes  of  Joys  hereafter, 

It  makes  me  doubtful  of  the  Pagan  Faith  : 

For  what  juft  Gods  can  take  delight  to  fee 
An  Offering,  or  a Sacrifice  like  this  ? 
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Thus  to  deface  the  beauteous  Work  of  Nature, 
Which  their  dull  Forms  i’th*  Capitol  come  fhort  of* 

0 thou  (harp  Power  to  which  her  Soul  afeends, 
Forgive  my  Crimes  to  thee,  and  take  me  with  her. 

Cap , The  merciful  Artimta^ 

Pitying  the  Weaknefs  of  her  Sex,  commands 
Her  Torments  go  no  farther  than  Beheading, 

Theo . You  are  to  blame,  TLumiUiusy 
At  rhis  time,  to  permit  your  Friend's  Appearance* 
To  fee  what  ftill  muft  add  to  his  Diftemper, 

And  make  it  ftill  more  dangerous. 

Ant*  I hope  your  Lordfhip  will  not  be  offended. 
*Tis  the  laft  Favour  I fhall  ever  ask  you  ; 

And  *tis  this  Sight  alone  muft  work  my  Cure. 

1 feel  Life  now  even  at  its  loweft  Ebb, 

And  very  fhortly  I fhall  ceafe  to  be, 

Or  fhall  be  happy  : Tho'  adverfe  Fate 
Deny’d  us  here  the  Enjoyment  of  our  Loves, 

Yet  "tis  beyond  its  power  to  prevent 

Our  happy  Souls  uniting  after  Death  ; 

Or  if,  as  fome  believe,  the  Grave  contains 
All  that  exifts  beyond  the  Verge  of  Life, 

Therein  foft  Slumbers,  and  eternal  Reft, 

Secure  from  proud  Oppreftion,  we  fhall  fleep. 

Theo . His  Frenzy  rages. 

Come  on,  thou  proud  Contemner 

Of  us,  and  of  our  Gods;  tremble  tc  think 

That  ’tis  not  in  that  Pow*r  thou  ferv’ft  to  fave  thee. 

Not  all  the  Riches  of  the  Earth  and  Sea, 

The  unfearch’d  Mines,  Plato's  unknown  Exchequer 
Should  have  the  Force  with  me  to  fave  thy  Life, 
Could’ft  thou  procure  it  to  become  the  Purcfaafe, 
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Think  then,  with  Horror  think,  what  ’tis  to  die, 
Even  in  the  Bloom  of  Youth,  e'er  Life  was  tailed, 
To  be  condemn’d  to  Hell’s  tremendous  Gloom, 
And  everlaliing  Horror ; remember  too, 

Hadft  thou  not  turn’d  Apoftate  to  our  Gods, 

What  Joys  thou  might’ll  have  tailed, 

Thofe  which  now 

For  thy  Prophanenefs  thou  haft  loll  for  ever. 

Ant . She  fmiles,  and  is  unmov’d  at  all  his  Threats, 
With  what  exalted  Conftancy  of  Mind 
She  bears  that  terrible  Approach  of  Death, 

That  makes  the  braveft  of  us  all  to  tremble  1 
Dor,  I can  regardlefs  hear  your  Menaces* 

Theoi  Am  I derided  ! made  her  Scorn.  Away, 
Hence  and  difpatch  her  ftrair.  I’ll  wait  no  longer. 
Bor.  Vain  Man, 

Thou  glory’ll  now  in  having  Power, 

To  ravifh  from  me  what's  become  my  loathing. 
Life  is  aTrifle  lam  weary  of,  difpofe  it  asyou  pleafe, 
I pay  it  for  a better,  and  your  Malice 
Serves  as  the  Means  to  bring  my  Soul  to  Blifs  : 
From  whence  on  thee, and  thefe,  and  this  bafe World, 
Incircled  with  Felicity  and  Pleafure, 

I {hall  with  Scorn,  and  Pity,  look  beneath  me, 
'Twill  be  my  everlaliing  Joy  and  Comfort, 

To  think  at  whac  an  eafy  Price  I purchas’d 
Thofe  Joys  beyond  the  reach  of  Death,  or  Time. 
There’s  a perpetual  Spring,  perpetual  Youth, 

No  Joint-benumbing  Cold,  nor  fcorching  Hear, 

Nor  Age,  nor  Famine,  have  remembrance  there* 
Forget  for  Shame  your  feign’d  H?fperian  Orchard  ; 

Your 
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Your  fair  Arabia , your  E/yfean  Shades, 

And  all  the  reft  of  your  Poetick  Fi&ions. 

j&zter  Sapritius,  leaning  on  a Servant. 

Sap.  Support  me, 

I wouLd  fee  the  laft  of  her. 

Theo.  My  Lord  Sapritius , welcome  : 

Hangman,  go  on,  and  do  your  Office. 

Dor.  Come,  Sirs,  you  feem  afraid,  banifh  your  Fear  J 
You  but  retard  the  Enjoyment  of  my  Blifs. 
i I would  have  given  fomething  for  your  Care, 

To  do  your  Work  at  once,  but  now  I cannot; 

I Since  powerful  Malice,  and  oppreffive  Tyranny, 

! Has  robb’d  me  of  the  Means.  Come  on,  Sirs, 

And  fatiate  with  my  Blood,  thofe  that  defire  my 
Ant.  O take  me  with  thee;  (Death. 

And  let  our  Souls,  wing’d  with  Cceleftial  Glory, 
Together  reach  the  Manfions  of  the  BlelVd. 

Sap.  My  Son!  ungracious  Boy  ! with  my  ownHand* 
1*11  ftranglc  thee,  and  on  a Dunghii  fliali 
Thy  Carcafs  rot,  if  thou  dareft  utter 
A Syllable  that  has  a Sound  like  this. 

Theo , O by  all  means,  my  Lord: 

You  could  advife  me  thus  in  the  fame  Cafe; 

And  when  my  Daughters  err’d,  I took  your  Counfel, 
So  let  him  wait  upon  his  Saint  in  Death. 

Thou  Strumpet,  comemore  near  me,  and  obferve* 
Perhaps  you’ll  meet  thcfeThings  I once  call’dDaugh- 
Whom  I have  fent  as  Harbingers  before  thee  ; (ters, 
And  if  there  be  a Truth  in  your  Religion. 

[Which  I have  little  Reafon  to  believe] 

Prithee  return,  and  give  me  notice  of  it, 

And  hew  to  find  that  Paradife  you  boaft  of. 

D 5 Sap. 
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Sap.  Ay,  it  may  be  worth  your  Journey  back  again. 

Dor.  Know,  thou  Tyrant, 

Th’allotted  Time  of  Death  for  thee  is  near; 

And  that  thou  can’ft  not  merit  it  by  Death, 

Nor  haft  not  Faith  to  gain  it  by  Repentance  ; 

But  in  the  lateft  Moments  of  my  Life, 

I’ll  pray  for  all  of  thefe. 

Ant.  I feel,  TLumillluSy 
A fudden  Tranfport  animates  my  Soul, 

And  adds  new  Life  and  Strength.  [Goeitowards Dor. 

5^.Villaindefifl.  Keep  from  th’enchanting  Witch, 
Or,  by  th’Imnnortal  Guardian  of  my  Houfe, 

I’ll  lay  afide  all  my  Paternal  Care, 

And  cruih  thee  into  Earth. 

Ant . Why  are  you  angry,  Sir  ? 

Since  Hopes  of  Life  are  vain, 

Surely  I may  embrace  this  once  in  Death, 

The  onlyThing  for  which  I’d  wifh  to  \ivc.\Emhaces • 

Theo . I fhall  foon  make  a Separation. 

Dor.You  have,  young  Lord,  been  Virtuous  in  your 
And  lov’d  me  with  a chaftc  and  honeft  Love,  (Life, 
The  which  my  Heart  moft  gladly  had  accepted, 

But  for  the  Difference  our  Religion  made, 

Which  has  deny’d  what  both  of  us  defired  : 

But  the  Decrees  of  Providence  are  juft, 

Though  our  weak  Apprehenfions  cannot  fathom, 

Nor  form  a Judgment  of  ’em  as  we  ought  ; 

Yet  tho’  we  were  not  Partners  in  Life, 

In  Death  we  both  fhall  meet,  and  both  be  happy. 

Ant . Then  I am  bleft  indeed,  beyond  my  Hopes ; 
Joy  grows  as  burthenfome  as  Grief  before, 

And  equally  deftroys  this  weaker  Body. 

Tito, 
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Theo . Haft  thou  aught  elfe  to  fay  1 
Dor.  Only  to  blame  thy  flownefs, 

And  retaining  me  fo  long. 

Farewel,  Antonins , ’till  we  meet  again, 

In  the  Enjoyment  of  Angelick  Love, 

Love  in  its  pureft  Effcncc,  and  Eternal. 

Now  lead  me  on;  and  once  again,  Farewel. 
Hereafcer,  when  our  Story  fliall  be  told, 

Or  be  by  Truth,  and  an  impartial  Hand, 

Carried  to  future  Times,  the  Hearers  fliall 
Of  Dorothea  fay,  with  wat’ry  Eyes, 

She  liv’d  a Virgin,  and  a Martyr  dies. 

Ant.  O my  fid  Heart  is  fliiver’d  with  that  Sound,. 
Dflr.Come  or),Sirs,ben*c  difmay’d,  but  lead  theWay, 
You  injure  mo  to  make  the  leaft  Delay  : 

And  now  a certain,  laft  Farewel,  my  Love. 

Till  we  again  fliall  meet 
In  yon  bright  Realms  above. 

[Exit  Dorothea  toExecution)  Sec. 
lAanent  Antonius,  Eumillius,  and  Sapritius. 

Sap.  Thou  art  an  ungracious  Boy, 

I could  even  curfe  thee  for  this  Difobedience. 
Eumillius , help  him  hence.  [Exit  Sap. 

Ant.  My  Friend,  come  nearer.  O,  I’m  very  weary. 
Was  it  not  kind  of  Dorothea , tell  me, 

Thus  to  invite  me  with  her  ? 

Eum.  Indeed,  my  Lord,  it  was. 

Ant.  O,  follow  her,  and  fee  the  fatal  Stroke ; 

See  it  ; and  then,  as  foors  as  it  is  given, 

Fly  with  the  Wings  of  Expedition  to  me, 

Ard  bring  the  fad  Relation  to  ray  Ears. 

Bum.  My  Lord,  I fear  the  Meflage  will  be  fatal. 

But 
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But  I will  go  and  follow  your  Directions. 

Will  you  expeCt  me  here  ? [ Exit  Eumillius. 

Ant.  I will 

I muft,  for  I can  go  no  farther  ; 

Here  ends  my  Pilgrimage  of  Life  in  Death® 

It  fhall  be  finifh’d  foon.  Til  lay  me  down. 

Thus  low,  thus  very  low,  upon  the  Earth, 

The  Bofdrn  of  our  common  Parent,  Earth, 

And  fmile  at  Death,  at  the  ambitious  Crowd, 

That  toil  and  buftle  for  a little  Honour, 

Only  to  gild  a vain  and  empty  Pride  ; 

For  let  ’em  mount  to  the  fevereft  Top 
Of  human  Grandeur,  let  the  World  admire  ’em,. 
And  all  the  Pomp  of  Courts  attend  their  Smiles, 
With  Cringing, Fawning, Diflembling, and  fulfomFlat- 
ThePra&ice  of  allCourts;  yet  muft  they  know,(tery, 
That  tho’  they  tread  rillDeath  thofe  dang’rousHeights 
Yet  then,  their  Honours  vanifh  like  a Clou  d, 

And,  Oh  ! thus  low  they  fall,  to  rife  no  more  ; 

To  be  no  more  remember’d,  but  enclos’d 
Within  thefilem  Tomb  of  dark  Oblivion. 

Enter  Eumillius. 
v-  Earn*  My  Lord. 

Anu  So  foon  return’d,  my  Friend  ? 

>peak,0  deliver  what  thou  haft  to  fay. 

Eum.  1 went  and  faw  the  dreadful  Scene  of  Death; 
he  knecl’d  before  the  Block,  her  Arms  extended, 
]nd  EycsereQ:  toHcav’n,  devoutly  Praying 
lor  all  Mankind,  for  thofe  that  fought  her  Death, 
Fiih  fo  fedate  a Gonftancy  of  Mind, 
hat  it  drew  Tears  from  every  Eye  that  faw  her  ? 
Jien  rifing,  took  her  Leave  of  all  about  her  ; 

Aid,  fhe  forgave  ’cjn  all..  Then 
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Then  with  a Veil  covering  her  beauteous  Face, 

She  kneei’d  again ; 

In  a fhort  Pray'r  to  Heav’n  her  Soul  commended, 
And  gave  the  Executioner  the  Sign, 

Who  at  one  Blow 

Anu  Oh  l You  have  faid  enough, 

There  needs  no  more  to  finifh  my  Difcharge. 

I would  have  given  thee  Counfel,  thou  art  Young, 
And  want’ll  it  from  fome  wife  experienc’d  Friend. 

I am  not  Old  myfelf,  but  yet  Experience, 

And  Obfervations  I have  made,  have  taught  me. 
Surely  I find,  thy  Virtues  will  advance  thee  ; 

But  fhun  the  Court,  that  dangerous  Magick  Circle^ 
Which  borders  on  the  Precipice  of  Fate. 

I never  knew  a wife  and  honeft  Man, 

But  he  wasjuftled  out,  betray’d,  and  ruin’d, 

By  fome  defigning,  flattering,  cozening  Knave, 
Which  every  Court  abounds  with. 

Avoid  the  bufy,  meddling,  factious  Fool, 

That’s  Maleccntent,  Uneafy,  and  Ambitious 
To  have  his  Hands  employ’d  in  doing  Mifchief, 
Truft  not  the  fmooth-tongu’d  Flatterer, he’s  a Rogue, 
That  fpeaks  thee  fair,  when  hewouid  murder  thee. 
Let  thy  Companion  be  a Man  that’s  Brave, 

Difcreet  and  Virtuous ; and  do  thou  be  fo. 

For  that  will  bring  to  thee  Content  at  lall, 

And  make  thee  die  in  Peace.  Oh  l I want  Strength, 
What  I have  faid,  remember  ; 

And  for  the  reft,  let  thy  Difcretion  guide  thee. 
Forget  my  wretched  End,  and  be  thou  happy, 

If  it  be  poffible  for  Life  to  grant  it. 

I cannot  hold  Difcour(fe  with  thee  of  this : 


But 
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But  here  muft  finifli  what  Td  fcarce  begum 
O,  let  me  lean  upon  thy  friendly  Bofom, 

And  in  thy  Arms  breathe  my  laft  Farewel 
To  the  World;  I come,  my  Love;  And,  Oh— 
Farewel,  my  Friend — I can  no  more — But,  Oh  -[D/Vf* 
Eum.  O Reft  in  Peace,  my  Friend  : 

Remember  thee  ! ay,  Purely,  that  I will, 

And  banifh  from  my  Thoughts  all  other  Things 
But  what  thou  haft  planted  there. 

My  Lord,  in  an  unhappy  Time  you  come. 

Enter  Sapritius,  Theopilus,  and  the  reft. 

Sec  what  remains  of  that  brave  generous  Youth, 
That  calPd  himfclf  your  Son,  and  me  his  Friend, 
Sap.  My  Son  ! Gods ! I am  fallen  indeed  ; 

Some  Mountain  cover  this  fad  wretched  Herd, 

Or  hide  me  in  the  bottom  of  the  Deep. 

Where  Light  or  Man  may  never  find  me  mere* 

Theo.  This  is  prodigious! 

And  though  familiar  I have  been  with  Death, 

Seen  him  in  feveral  Forms,  and  dreadful  Shapes, 

Yet  does  this  ftartle  me  beyond  ’em  all. 

Sap . Some  Whirlwind  fnatch  me  from  thiscurfed 
Death  tortures  me  with  an  uncommon  Pain.  (Place 
But  I will  help  him  forward  in  his  Work.  [ Stab  him • 
Theopilus , when  thou  obferv’ft  me  cold,  felft 3 

Bear  hence  the  Bodies  of  my  Son  and  me  ; 

Inclofe  our  Afhes  in  one  Urn  together. 

Deftroy  the  Chriftians,  all,  without  DiftinOrion, 

And  be  more  Cruel  than  myWit  could  teach  thee* 
Something  I would  have  told  thee— hut  want  Breath, 
And  find  Y m going  to  the  Shades  of  Death.  [Diest 
Theo,  Gods  ! What  a Sight  is  this ! 


What 


The  Virgin  Martyr • 6$ 

What  defperate  Havock  does  this  Love  create  ? 

0 Woman,  Woman  ! who  would  look  upon  you. 

When  fuch  Deftru&ion  dwells  amidft  your  Charms; 
When  *tis  ev’n  dang’rous  grown  for  Man  to  fee  you. 
Though  it  proceeds  no  farther  ? HumilliuSy 
Remove  the  Bodies  hence,  and  let  your  Care 

Be  of  their  Funerals ; but  for  that  fell  Hag, 

'Her  Carcafs  fhall  be  expos’d  to  gorge  the  Vultures ; i 
And  thus  die  all  of  this  accurfed  Se£h 

1 triumph  in  their  Deaths,  and  will  raife  up 
A Monumental  Pile  of  their  dead  Bodies, 

That  fhall  o’er-top  old  Peliony  mount  my  Name 
On  lofty  Pyramids  of  endlefs  Fame, 

That  down  to  late  Pofterity  fhall  (land, 

Secure  of  Fate,  and  Time's  deftroying  Hand#  [Ex. 
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ACTY.  SCENE  I. 

Theopilus  dif cover'd  at  a Table , Books  about  him • 

7W]k  yfEthinks  this  Night  has  an  unufual  Silence? 

XV  A,  Therav’nons  Wolf  forgets  his  Midnight 
TheWinds  are  hufht,and2V^^AfurionsSurge(Howl 
Is  calm  and  filent  as  the  Shades  of  Death. 

No  Time  fo  fit  for  Envy  and  Revenge 

To  brood  and  hatch  its  Mifchief.  [Rifes. 

As  when  a curious  Painter,  by  his  Art, 

Has  finifh’d  wellfome  admirable  Piece, 

At  diftance  views  it  with  a careful  Eye, 

Examines  every  Part,  finds  no  Defe&s, 

And  hugs  himfelf, pleas’d  with  his  rare  Performance-- 
So  here,  my  bloody  Landskips  I furvey,  [Sift* 

And  blefs  my  felf  with  the  delightful  Profpeft. 

This  Scrowl,  this  Lift  of  Chriftians  deftroy’d, 

Were  they  alive  and  arm’d,  not  Rome  it  felf 
Could  move  upon  its  Hinges.  Let  me  fee, 

In  Britain  fourteen  hundred  Wives,  with  Brats 
Sucking  their  milky  Breafts,  by  me  pluck’d  off 
With  burning  Pincers  ; and  when  that  was  done, 

I minc’d  th?  Flcfh  to  feed  the  crying  Infants. 

Why,  what  a Thought  was  that ! Again,  in  GaUiat 
Two  thoufand  Men  and  Women,  fed  on  purpofe, 
Were  thrown  to  Dogs  and  Wolves  to  be  devour’d. 

Eight 
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Eight  thoufand  died  by  feveral  ways,  in  Ajta. 

When  dead,  had  all  their  feveral  Bodies  burnt, 

And  Allies  fcatter’d  wide  into  the  Air. 

In  Greece , two  thoufand  had  their  Eyes  pull’d  out, 
And  fent  to  ftarve  upon  the  Mountain  Waftes. 

In  Italy , two  hundred  fet  in  the  Earth  up  to  the  Arm- 
Had  Food  before  ’em,  and  yet  died  for  Hunger,  (pits* 
Becaufc  they  could  not  reach  it.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 
What  can  the  World  report  of  me  for  this  ? 

That  I’ve  been  Juft,  and  bravely  done  my  Duty, 
Zealoufly  ferv’d  the  Gods,  and  Dioclejian.  [, SoftMufich • 
Who  dares  difturbmyThonghtswithSoundslike  thefe? 
Why,  what  art  thou,  tell  me,  and  fay  from  whence, 
[Dorothea  defeends  in  tie  For m of  an  Angela  a Crofs  in 
in  her  Hand I] 

Dcr . I come,  Theopilus , as  you  defir’d, 

To  give  you  notice  of  a Life  beyond 
The  Surface  of  the  Grave;  and  that  there  is 
A place  of  Happinefs  referv’d  for  Chriftians ; 

Which  by  fincere  Repentance  you  may  gain  ; 

Since  Mercy  is  the  Attribute  c£  Heav’n, 

Artone  for  your  miftaken  Zeal,  and  live. 

Theo . I am  confounded. 

Dor . Henceforth  forbear  your  Cruelty, 

Believe  and  Repent-- —amend, 

And  in  this  Sign  overcome.  [Lays  the  Croft  on  theTable . 
Theo . Can  there  be  Mercy  for  a Soul  fo  black? 

Dor.  Surely  there  can,  and  is. 

Theo . I am  happy  then. 

0 may  I farther  know,  what  of  my  Daughters, and- 
Dor . Ccafe  all  Enquiries  into  Heav'n’s  Decrees, 

They’re  not  for  Flefti  and  Blood  to  comprehend  ; 

1 “ But 
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But  this  I dare  inform  thee, 

Thy  Daughters  are  alive,  and  thou  may’ft  fee  #em  : ( 

The  Man,  whom  you  commanded  to  deftroy  ’em,  5 

Wasjuft,  and  did  compafiionate  their  Cafe,  l 

In  his  own  Houfe,  with  Care  he  has  referv'd  ’em,  1 
I muff:  no  longer  here;  be  you  not  flvaken, 

Tho’  Cafars  Malice  Ihould  oppofethy  Faith.  1 

Farewel,  be  timely  Wife,  and  ask  no  more. 

[ Afcends . Soft  Mufick  again* 
Theo . My  Refolution’s  fixt.  I 

[ Lightning , then  the  Ghofi  of  Sapritiu*  rife  s' 
Sap  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha  ! thou  Fool, 

Banilh  thofe  childifh  Thoughts.  ] 

Theo . Not  to  fecure  my  Life, 

Tho*  C&far  Ihould  command  it.  1 

Sap  Thou  {halt,  or  I’ll  deftroy  thee.  - 

Theo . Thou  art  no  Twin  to  her  who  laft  was  here. 
You  Pow'rs,  whom  my  repenting  Soul  adore, 

Guard  me  from  Death  and  Hell  l 
What  art  thou.  Fiend  ? — ■ 

Sap . Thy  Mafter.  ( 

Theo . Mine  ’ 5 

Sap  Who  Hand  in  Hand  has  led  thee  to  thy  Hett^  ■ 
Throw  that  gay  fool ifh  thing  thou  haft  away, 

And  fall  again  before  the  Roman  Gods;  1 

Elfe  in  the  frigid  Zone,  in  a contorted  Chain  of  Ice, 
1*11  hang  thy  tortur’d  Soul.  I am  Sapritius . 

Theo . I fear  thee  not,’tis  not  in  thy  Power  to  hurt  b 
l fervea  better  Mafter:  By  thee  led  on,  (me, 

I would  have  murder’d  my  two  virtuous  Daughters, 
But  thou  wert  difappointed. 

Sap*  I know  k,  Curfes  light  on  their  Prefervers  * 

Theo 
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Theo.  By  thy  Perfuafion  did  I hunt  the  Life 
Of  Dorothea , the  bleft  Virgin  Martyr. 

But  (he’s  not  angry  with  me  for  it  now  : 

Witnefs  this  Prefent  fhe  has  left  me  here. 

Nor  will  I reft  from Toyl,’f ill  I again 
Shall  fee  the  happy  Angel,  and  implore 
Ker  Pardon  and  Forgivenefs  for  the  Deed# 

Sap.  I’ll  bind  thee  from  it. 

Theo . It  is  not  in  thy  pow’r,  this  fingle  * Weapon 
IsArmsenought’encounter  thy  whole  Force.  [*TheCrofs 
Sap . Keep  from  me,  or  1*11  blaft  thee. 

Theo . Art  poftingto  thy  Center  1 curfed  Fiend 
Depart,  and  never  let  me  fee  thee  more. 

[ Goes  with  the  Crofs  towards  him}  as  he  defeends . 
Now  I’m  at  eafe ; this  Sign  has  overcome, 

And  much  confirm’d  my  Faith, 

Who  waits  ? 

Enter  Captain  of  the  Guards. 

Cap.  My  Lord. 

Theo . Come  nearer,  Sir ; you  are  the  joyfulMinifter 
Of  Peace  and  Comfort  to  my  wretched  Soul  : 

Say  where  thou  haft  difpos’d  my  happy  Daughters, 
Thofe  Darlings  of  my  Love,  which  Rage  and  Pafiion 
Condemn’d  to  a moft  ihameful  and  untimely  Death* 
Thou  haft  difpos’d  them  fafe,  then  tell  me  where. 
Cap.  What  meanst^y  Lord  ? 

Theo.  Nay,  no  Evafion,  for  indeed  I know  if# 

\ happy  Angel  from  the  Worlds  above 
Icveafd  the  Tydings  to  me  ; fear  thou  not. 

‘ Cap . Sure,  if  from  Heav’n  the  Secret  is  reveal’d, 
t cannot  be  for  111.  My  Lord,  I own  it. 

[And  thought  when  you,poiTeft  with  too  muchPaflion, 

Refolv’d 
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Refolv’d  their  Deaths,  and  bad  me  execute  : 
Youwould,  when  Reafon  and  calmThoughts  return’d 
Repent,  and  curfe  me  for  the  Execution, 

So  in  my  Houfe,  unknown  to  any, 

Have  I preferv’d  ’em  with  my  utmcft  Care, 

Theo , Go  then,  and  inftant!y  con du 8: 'em 
To  my  Apartment  in  the  Palace  here  : 

Where  I in  private  may  again  behold  ’em, 

And  glad  my  longing  Eyes. 

Cap . I £hall,  my  honour’d  Lord.  [Exit  Capt 
'Theo . Wrho’s  that,  EumUIius  ? 

Enter  Eumillius. 

Eum,  I,  my  good  Lord. 

Theo . I have  a fmall  Requeft,  deny  me  not  ; 

But  fwearby  the  chaRe  Soul  of  Antony; 

If  not  for  his  Religion,  yet  for  his  Friendthip, 
Without  demanding  what’s theCaufe  that  moves  me 
Receive  this  Signet,  by  the  Pow’r  of  which 
Go  to  my  Prifons,  and  releafe  from  thence 
All  Chriftians  there  confin’d  by  my  Command* 

Enm.  What  fh all  follow,  Sir  ? 

Theo . Hafle  to  the  Port, 

Where  you  fhall  find  two  Ships  already  rigg’dy 
In  which  embark  the  poor  unhappy  Souls, 

And  let  them  land  upon  fome  fafer  Shore. 

Haften  my  Friend,  and  fee  it  jbe  perform’d, 

And  that  Juft  Pow’r  they  ferve%ill  fure  prote&  thee 
Eum . I will  not  reft  ’till  I’ve  obey’d  your  Order, 
It  feems  an  A&  worthy  my  Undertaking. 

Theo. When’tis  perform’d,  do  you  attend  me  here 
The  Emperor  is  return’d,  to  confummate 
His  Daughter’s  Nuptials  with  the  King,  his  Friend, 
On  whom  I’ll  wait,  and  wilh  for  your  return.  [Ex 
federally*  Trumpe 
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Trumpets  within. 

Enter  Dioclefian  and  Aurelius,  Artimia  and  Attendant5 
meeting  'em. 

Art.  Glory  and  Conqueft  ftill  attend  on  Ctfar. 

Dio.  Let  thy  Wifh,  fair  Daughter, 

Ee  equally  divided  ; and  hereafter 
Let  me  defire  thy  Love,  and  friendly  Wifhes 
IFor  this  my  valiant  Friend. 

Art.  He  does  deferve,  and  has  ’em. 

Aar.  The  Bonds  confider’d  in  which  we  (land  tied, 

! It  would  perhaps  be  thought  a Flattery, 

Tho*  really  it  is  not,  if  I repeat 
The  Sum  of  your  Perfections  : 

Yet  Love  obliges  me  to  fay,  I never  faw 
So  bright  a Form  endow’d  with  fo  much  Virtue* 

Art.  My  Lord,  you  fliow  yourfelf 
A Soldier  and  a Courtier  ; but  take  heed. 

My  proffer’d  Love,  tho’ flighted  in  a Servant, 
Whofe  Breaft  was  fill’d  with  Paffion  for  another, 
May  be  accepted  in  a Heart  that’s  free, 

And  wound  where  it  may  be  unwelcome  to  me. 
Julias  himfelf,  whom  War  could  never  tame, 

He  who  beheld  the  fam’d  Fharfallan  Plains 
Cover’d  with  mangled  Bodies  of  Rome's  Senators, 
Without  a Sigh,  or  Tear,  when  the  World  knew 
No  other  Lord  but  him,  ftruck  deep  in  Years  too, 
Meeting  in  Egypt  the  fair  Cleopatray 
She  in  the  height  of  all  his  Glory  took  him 
A Captive  to  her  Charms, 

Am. 
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Aur.  Madam,  I mart  affure  you,  I fhould  be 
More  proud  to  call  myfeif  your  Captive, 

Than  to  be  Lord  of  all  the  conquer’d  World. 

Dio . This  meets  my  Wifhes,  welcome  it  Artimia, 
And  ftudy  to  forget  your  former  Love  ; 

TheFates  referv’d  thee  for  this  better  Choice. 

Art . Khali  in  all  obey  great  Diockfian. 

Aur . As  I fhall  you,  and  from  this  happy  Hour 
Date  the  JEra  of  my  joyful  Life. 

. 'Enter  Theopilus. 

Dio.  Theopilus  thou  art  welcome  to  us; 

Our  careful, zealous  Provoft,  thou  haft  toil'd 
To  fatisfy  our  Will,  though  in  Extremes. 

We  love  thee  for  it  : thou  art  a firm  Rock, 
Unihaken  and  fecure  againft  all  Storms 
That  Chance  may  throw  upon  thee. 

Prithee  deliver,  and  for  our  fake  do  it 
Without  Derifion,  and  excefs  of  Bitternefs, 

How  did  this  Chriftian  Virgin  fuflfer  Death  ? 

Theo. As  did  become  her  well  ; with  fuch  aPatience, 
That  were  each  Head  in  this  large  Room 
Circled  about  with  an  Imperial  Crown, 

Yet  would  her  Story  merit  their  Attention. 

Dio . How  was  it  ? fay— — 

Theo.  O mark  ir,  C&far  ! 

And  with  that  Attention, 

As  you  would  hear  an  Embafly  from  Heaven, 

By  a wing’d  Legate  thence.  Mark,  me,  I fay, 

She  fuffer’d  all  the  bittereft  Pangs  of  Death, 

With  that  prodigious  Conftancy  of  Mind, 

As  never  yet  was  match’d,  nor  ever  will  be. 

How  Pious  to  the  laft,  how  meek,  how  mild  ! 
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How  virtuoufly  refign’dto  fufFer  all, 

Without  theleaft  complaining!  how  unconcern'd 
She  heard  the  bafe  Revilings,  and  Reproaches 
Of  thofe  who  moft  unjuftly  fought  her  Death ! 
'Tisfuch  a Wonder,  Words  cannot  erprefs  it# 

Your  Ancient  Matrons,  your  CoYneliaf 
Gracchus  Paulina , and  the  reft  of  thofe* 
iWhofe  Names  you  Romans  reverence. 

Shall  henceforth  lie  in  dark  Oblivion, 

1 To  be  forgotten  ever,  while  her  Story 
iShali  be  with  Wonder  and  Amazement  told. 

Auy . He's  Mad. 

Dio . Why  they  did  die,  and  bravely  ; 

This  did  not  more. 

7 heo.  They  died,  or  in  Defpair, 

Or  for  Vain~giory  of  an  After-name. 

They  had  not  mutinous  Sons,  as  the  rafh  Gracchi 
Nor  was  this  Saint  (were, 

A doating  Mother  as  Cornelia  was; 

This  loft  no  Husband,  in  whofe  Overthrow 
Her  Wealth  and  Honour  funk  ; 

No  fear  of  Want  did  make  her  Being  tedious, 

She  only  aim’d  at  an  Immortal  Crown, 

The  juft  Reward  of  thofe  that  die  like  her» 

Avt . Yet  then  you  laid, 

It  was  her  Witchcraft,  devilifh  Illufion. 

Thee . Ay,  then  I faid, 

What  now  I am  afham’d  to  hear  repeated; 
iSuch  Blafphemy  I fwore,  O Heav’n  forgive  me  ! 
For  now  I will  adore  no  one  but  thee, 

That  awful  Power  whom  the  juft  Martyr  ferv'd. 

Dio* 
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Dio.  Dareft  thou  provoke  our  Rage  ! 

Theo . Yes  ; were  my  Voice 
As  loud  as  is  the  Thunder,  to  be  heard 
Through  all  the  World,  all  Potentates  on  Earth 
Ready  to  burft  with  Rage, when  they  fhouldhear  it. 
Yet  I would  fpeak,  and  fpeak  again,  and  boldly: 

I am  a Chriftian,  and  the  Powers  you  worlhip 
But  Dreams  of  Fools  and  Madmen. 

Am.  Lay  hands  on  him,  fome  one. 

Dio.  Thou  twice  a Child,  for  doating  Age  fo  makes 
Thou  could’ ft  not  elfe,  thy  Pilgrimage  of  Life  (thee, 
Being  fo  near  its  End,  in  thy  laft  Moments 
Cancel  whate’er  thou  haft  done  Good,  or  Great. 
Thy  Manhood  promis’d  much  ; and  grown  mature, 
Thou  mad’ft  it  good  ; and  with  Increafe  of  Years 
Thy  AQions  ftill  were  better  : like  the  Sun, 

Thou  didft  rife  glorious,  kept  a conftant  Courfe 
In  thatbright  Sphere  of  Honour  thou  wert  plac’d  in  ; 
And  wilt  thou  now,  now,  in  the  very  Ev’ning  of  thy 
When  thoufhould’ft  pafs  withGlory  to  thyReft,(Days 
Like  a falfe  Meteor  fall,  and  be  defpifecF? 

Am.  Yet  confefs  thy  Folly  and  thy  Madnefs, 
And  that  thy  Tongue  and  Heart  had  no  Agreement. 

Art . No  other  way  is  left  to  fave  thy  Life,  Thco - 

Dio.  If  he  perfifts,  {plus* 

DeftruSion  fhali  attend  on  ev’ry  Word; 

So  heavy  fhali  my  Vengeance  fall  upon  him, 

That  he  fhali  curfe  his  Being,  and  defpair. 

TJ:eo . Hear  me  a Word,  if  for  my  Service  paft  — 

Dio.  What  wilt  thou  fay,  thou  Dotard  ? 

Theo . As  ever  I deferv’d  your  Favour,  hear  me, 

And 
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And  grant  one  Grace;  'Tis  not  for  Life  I ask;  no* 

It  is  not  fit,  that  I?  who  ne’er  knew  Mercy 
To  any  Chriftian,  being  one  my  felf, 

Should  look  for  any  now  I am  one  my  felf, 

I rather  beg  the  utmoft  of  your  Cruelty,1 
Since  for  fo  many  thoufand  Chriflian  Souls 
I fland  accountable.  Oh!  were  it  poflible 
That  I cou’d  die  a Day  for  every  one. 

And  live  again  to  be  again  tormented. 

Even  that  wou'd  be  an  eafie  Penance  to  me* 

But  it  can  never  be,  and  is  deny'd  me, 

Becaufe  beyond  the  Power  of  feeble  Nature. 

In  my  own  Houfe  there  are  a thoufand  Engines 
Of  ftudied  Cruelty,  by  me  prepared 
To  torture  Innocent  Chriflians!  O fend  thither,, 

And  let  me  undergo  the  worft  of  'em. 

As  the  Sicilian  did  his  Brazen  Bull; 

Then  will  I fay  in  Death,  that  you  are  Juft. 

Dio . Fear  not,  thou  hail  prevail’d  in  this. 

Prepare  a Rack,  and  if  within  an  Hour 
You  do  not  bring  us  Notice  of  his  Change 
From  this  mad  Chriftian  Frenzy ? let  him  die. 

Tear  from  his  Bones  his  Flefh  with  burning  Pincers, 

And  on  the  Rack  let  him  Groan  out  his  laft. 

The  Slave  that  makes  him  give  the  loudeft  Groan* 

Shall  have  a hundred  Ducats  for  Reward. 

You  Captain  of  our  Guard  fee  it  perform'd, 

Or  your  Head  pays  the  Forfeit:  Come,  my  Lord 
And  let  this  Caitif  perifh  by  himfelf. 

Prophanenefs  to  the  Gods  we'll  never  fpare^ 

But  make  their  Honour  our  peculiar  Care3 

E Their 
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Their  Shrines,  and  Temples,  fhall  our  Pow'r  defend  ; 

And  he  that  ferves  the  Gods  is  C&fars  Friend. 

[Ex.  Dio.  Aur.  Art. 

Cap.  In  this  extream  of  Woe  what  (hall  I do  ? 

Theo • Thy  Office,  Man; 

Only  this  one  Requeft  before  I die, 

That  I may  fee,  and  take  my  laft  farewell 
Of  my  unhappy,  and  yet  happy  Daughters. 

Cap.  You,  Sirs,  prepare  the  Rack  and  Inftruments. 

[Ex.  Torment  ers* 

And  on  my  Knees  I beg  of  you  Forgivenefs, 

That  I fhould  be  the  Inftruraent  of  Death 

To  one,  whofe  Clemency 

Theo.  I charge  you  fay  no  mores 
1 do  forgive  thee : rife. 

Cap . My  Lord,  your  Daughters. 

Enter  Califta  and  Chrifteta. 

Theo.  My  Children  ? Oh,  my  Heart  5 
But  I will  guard  me  in  this  tender'll:  Part, 

Where  Nature  (hocks  me  moft. 

You  have  heard,  e'er  now,  that  I mud  fuffer  Death 5 
And  this,  this  fatal  Now,  is  the  laft  Moment 
Time  has  allotted  us  to  know  each  other: 

For  e'er  I can  difcern  the  mid  day  Sun, 

I fhall,  this  Immaterial  Soul  of  mine 
Shall  pafs  the  Verge  of  vaft  Eternity. 

Be  launch'd  into  that  Immenfe  boundlefs  Ocean, 

Which  none  cou'd  ever  yet  defcribe  or  know. 

My  Moments  here  are  (hort,  are  very  (hort  5 
And  yet  that  Particle  of  Time  contains 
The  Bufincfs  of  an  Age.  Oh,  1 have  to  die ! 
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A Work  which  Nature  lays  upon  us  all. 

Weep  not,  for  you  will  make  me  Womanifh, 

And  perhaps  wifh  to  live,  which  mull  not  be: 

For  I deferve  a thoufand  times  as  much 
As  Tyranny  can  inflidf.  Firfl  let  us  kneel, 

Come  nearer,  kneel  together,  and  here  Vow 
In  HeavVs  Prefence  with  a folemn  Promife, 

To  me,  your  dying  Father,  that  you  both 
Will  never  change  the  Heav’nly  Chriftian  Faith 
For  any  Worfhip  elle. 

Both.  O never!  never/  never! 

Theo . By  my  Example  you  will  boldly  fuffer 
Whate'er  the  cruel  Hand  of  Pow’r  inflids, 

With  an  intrepid  Conftancy  of  Mind. 

Chrifi.  In  Words  to  promife,  would  be  weak  and  vain0 
HI  court  rhe  Means  that  Ihall  djfcharge  me  hence 
From  this  bafe  World,  to  thofe  Celeftial  Orbs 
Where  Virtue  is  rewarded,  where  again 
We  flaall  enjoy  each  other’s  bleft  Society. 

Cal,  There  we  fhall  live 
Beyond  the  Reach  of  infolent  Oppreflion, 

Hunger,  and  Cold,  and  Poverty,  and  Shame, 

And  all  thofe  Troubles  Human  Life  is  Heir  to. 

I vow  to  perfevere  in  this,  and  fcorn  all  other  Thoughts, 

Chrifi . And  fo  do  I. 

Tkeo.  May  Heav’n  afiift  you  both. 

And  now  remains  you  take  a Father’s  Blefling, 

And  laft  Farewell  at  once. 

[They  kneel , he  lays  his  Hands  on  them , and  paufis. 
Rife  now,  and  let  us  take  this  one  Embrace, 

Again  Embrace,  and  let  thefe  Arms  infold 
E x. 
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What  once  I thought  the  Glory  of  my  Life,  ( 

And  Joy  of  all  my  Joys  $ but  now,  I die! 

And  all  mud  be  forgotten $ for  in  the  Grave 
Thofe  happy  peaceful  Manfions  of  the  Dead, 

No  Knowledge,  nor  Device,  (hall  e’er  difturb  me. 
y/hy  will  you  weep,  when  I enjoin  you  not? 

Cal,  You  will  command  what  Nature  mull  deny* 

My  Father,  O my  Father  ! from  who fe  Loins 
This  Eody  had  its  Origin  and  Being, 

Muft  I fland  calmly  by  and  fee  him  perifh, 

Without  a flood  of  Tears  to  embalm  his  Coarfe, 

His  clay  cold  Coarfe  mangled  and  torn  t®  pieces  i 
1 muft  deny  you,  and  comply  with  Nature, 

Enter  Executioners . 

Cap.  My  Lord,  the  utmoft  time  is 
Drawing  nigh,  and  we  mull  fuffer 
For  the  lead  delay. 

Theo.  You  fhall  not  fuffer  the  leaf!  harm  for  me. 
None,  none  will  I involve  with  me  in  Ruin  j 
But  finifh  here,  and  think  of  Life  no  more 
But  as  a Dream  that’s  paft  when  one  awakes. 

Again,  you  Darlings  of  my  Soul,  farewell; 

Something  I had  to  fay 1 had  much  to  fay  j 

But  the  approach  of  Death  removes  the  Thought 
From  my  difturb’d  Remembrance.  I mufl: depart, 

Or  I fhall  fink  with  Paflion,  and  betray  < 

A Weaknefs  I fhall  be  afham’d  to  own. 

And ! Oh!  to  both  of  you  at  once,  farewell, 

A long,  a lafl  farewell, 

[£*.  Omnes  fed  Calif*  and  C hrift. 

Cal.  Since  we  mud  part,  farewell,. 

Farewell,  my  Father.  Chrijt, 
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Cbrlft . O wou’d  I might  accompany  him$ 

But  cruel  Pow’r  denies  it: 

Yet  I will  follow,  and  fee,  as  is  my  Duty, 

His  reverend  Corps  with  Funeral  Rights  Interr’d. 

[Ext  mu 

SCENE  Draws , difcovers  Theopilus  on  0 
Rack . 

Tbeo.  For  Heav’ns  fake  more,  my  Arms  are  yetuntorni 
The  Irons  cool}  behold  my  Legs,  my  Thighs. 

I charge  you  fpare  ’em  not;  oh!  oh!  oh! 

I feel  a fudden  Tranfport  that  o’ercomes  me; 

1 Tor.  He  endures  beyond  the  Sufferance  of  a Man* 

2 Tor.  No  Sigh  or  Groan  to  witnefs  he  has  feeling. 

1 Tor . Death  feizes  him  apace. 

2 Tor.  He  was  a barbarous,  wicked,  bloody  Man, 

And  died  as  he  deferved. 

Cap.  Forbear  your  Cenfure,  for  we  all  are  Sinners. 

In  Death  he  cannot  fpeak  in  his  Defence, 

Then  let  him  reft  in  Peace  for  Charity, 

And  may  the  Gods  forgive  his  Crimes  and  mine* 

[Exeunt, 

Soft  Mufick . Then  defcend Dorothea  and  Anthony, 
who  place  a Crown  of  Glory  over  his  Head } and 
afcend. 

Tbeo . Moft:  glorious  Vifion  ! O Extafie  l 
Did  ever  Bed  fb  hard,  yield  Man  a Dream 
So  heavenly  as  this  ? 

I am  confirm’d,  you  ever  glorious  Spirits, 

And  make  what  hafte  this  load  of  Flefh  permits,' 

T6 


7$  Injured  Virtues  Or> 

To  meet  your  bleft  Embraces,  in  thofe  Manfions 
Where  an  Eternal  Round  of  Glory  fhines. 

And  wirnefs  for  me  all  thefe  Wounds  and  Scars, 

1 die  a Soldier  in  the  Chriftian  Wars.  [Dies* 

Enter  Eumillius,  Califta,  and  Chrifteta. 

Eum.  Oh!  Horror!  Horror! 

This  Objed  ftrikes  fuch  Terror  in  my  Hreaft, 

As  yet  it  never  felt:  Ye  Immortal  Pow’rs 
It  fhocks  my  very  Nature,  loads  my  Soul 
With  an  Excefs  of  Paftion,  that  my  Nature 
Wants  Strength  even  to  fupport  it. 

Cbrifi.  O,  would  my  Sen fes  here  might  fail  for  ever, 
That.  I might  reft  incapable  of  Thought ; 

For  the  Remembrance  of  a Sight  like  this 
Will  furdy  plunge  me  in  the  laft  Defpair. 

Cal.  Here  let  us  kneel,  and  a&  theChriftians  Part  5 
Weep  ’till  the  Fountains  of  our  Eyes  be  dry, 

To  wafh  the  Crimfon  Gore  from  off  his  Wounds. 

0 that  the  Sable  Horror  of  this  Day, 

Shcu’d  wound  no  deeper  this  fad  Heart  of  mine  5 
But  that  I yet  muft  live,  and  only  mourn. 

Cbrifi.  He  died  a Chriftian,  and  let  that  fupport  usi 
Eum . Come  you  unhappy  Twins  of  Mifery, 

1 will  aftift  you  in  this  laft  fad  Office 
Of  Filial  Duty  to  your  Father’s  Corps. 

Let’s  bear  him  from  this  Place,  prepare  his  Obfequies, 

And  cover  with  fad  baleful  Yew  his  Coarfe, 

To  be  Interr’d  within  his  Houfhold  Tomb, 

There  the  hard  Hand  of  Pow’r  fhall  never  affiift  him. 
His  Orders  I have  pun&ually  obey’d, 

Tho’  he’s  Infenfible  I bring  the  News* 
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And  for  the  Deed,  perhaps  my  Death  will  follow ; 

But  be  it  as  it  may,  I am  fatisfied, 

And  cannot  fear  to  die  in  Vertue’s  Caufe. 

From  whence  to  Joys  Immortal  I fhali  rife, 

Immehfe,  beyond  the  reach  of  Human  Eyes. 

For  tho’ fome  Impious  Men  will  raife  Debate^ 

And  void  of  Reafon  doubt  a future  State : 

At  Death  they  all  confefs  themfelves  deceiv’d, 

And  trembling  own  thofe  Truths  they  disbelieved* 
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WELL  Sirs , fince  Cujiom  holds , and  ' its  the  Vogm , 

We  guefs  you  expefl  to  hear  the  Epilogue : 

But  this  ii  fuch  a criticizing  Age , p 

1 dare  not  for  my  Life  prefume  to  engage  > 

In  the  Defence  of  our  declining  Stage.  j 

And  to  be  fhort,  have  nothing  more  to  [ay , 

But  beg  your  kind  Acceptance  of  our  Play* 

We  own  what's  to  its  want  of  Merit  due , 

And  are  aw'd  by  every  Excellence  in  you  : 

But  from  you  generous  Tempers  hope  to  find, 

Tew,  but  what  are , to  injur'd  Virtue , kind. 

Some  we  expeB  will  urge  its  want  of  Plot, 
toil  Wit } Stile , CorreBnefs , and  the  Lord  knows  whati 

To 
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To  them , our  Author  fays , Faith , Nowa-dayt, 
Few  will  take  Fains  to  write  for  empty  Fraife , 
Mony s the  only  Flot  of  all  our  Modern  Flays . 

If  there  are  any  Criticks  here  to  Night , 

Who  are  refolv'd  to  damn  the  Flay  for  fpight  j 
Ladies , we  hope  you'll  do  the  Author  right . 
Vouchfafe your  Smiles  and  Approbation  here-, 

You  throw  their  Malice  far  beneath  his  Care , 
Nay , they  muft  be  afham'd,  and  d if appear. 

For  they , juft  like  our  train'd  Militia  Men, 

Their  Valour  of  the  true  Wild-Irifh  Strain  $ 

Who  from  a Valiant  Foe  like  Lightning  fled, 

.Dare  come  like  Thunder  back  to  mount  the  Dead, 


f i n i s. 


In  a Jhort  time  will  le  Publijhed,  neatly  Print ei 
in  Twelves, 

T • f 

The  Ferfian  Princefs;  or,  The  Royal  Villain,  a Tra- 
gedy. As  it  was  a&ed  at  the  Theatre-Royal  in  Drury - 
lane.  By  Mr.  Theobald. 

Alfo  The  Beau’s  Duel  5 or,  a Soldier  for  the  Ladies,  a 
Comedy.  By  Mrs.  Cent-livre . iy 


L/VN)  t/v V 


* 


► 


